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TO 
J.    ANTHONY   FROUDE. 

Dear  friend  of  »laiiy  years,  accept 
This  book,  -uhich  into  life  has  crept 
In  hours  that  have  been  snatched  front  those 
Were  due  to  dearly  earned  repose. 
Well  do  I  know  how  deep  and  strong 
Your  reverence  is  for  Goethe's  song. 
And  how  the  problems,  thickly  sown 
Throughout  this  book  of  his,  have  grown 
Familiar  to  your  thought  and  tongue 
As  the  rare  words  iti  which  they're  sung, 
you  know — who  better? — all  that  gives 
This  book  its  charm,  the  grace  that  lives 
And  breathes  throughout  its  perfect  verse. 
The  saws  sarcastic,  vivid,  terse. 
The  wild  ^^'it  fashing  to  and  fro. 
The  7'aried  lore,  the  suttny  glow 
Of  fancy  and  of  passion,  fit 
To  glorify  the  exquisite 
Conception  of  a  Helen  meet 
To  make  Faust's  dream  of  bliss  covtplete, — 


The  tender  beauty  of  the  thought, 
That  his  delivej'ance  should  be  wrougJit 
By  her  who  could  in  death  forget 
The  wrong  he  did  her^Margaret, 
And  twined  his  soul  with  hers  by  love 
Eternal,  pure,  in  realms  above. 
You,  too,  can  measure  well  hoio  great 
His  perils  are,  who  would  tra/tslate 
The  thoughts  on  aptest  language  strung, 
And  wed  them  to  another  tongue. 
But  you,  like  all  true  Masters,  will 
Look  gently  on  my  lack  of  skill, 
And  with  a  large  allowance  take 
My  effort  for  our  friendship's  sake. 


PREFACE. 


Whether  Goethe  should  or  should  not  have  left 
his  '  Faust '  a  fragment,  closing  with  the  death  of 
Margaret,  is  a  question  which  has  occasioned  much 
controversy  among  his  admirers.  But  there  will 
always  be  many — and  their  number  is  more  likely 
to  increase  than  diminish — who  will  think  that  Goethe 
was  himself  the  best  judge  of  what  was  right,  and 
that  if  he  considered  it  essential,  as  unquestionably 
he  did,  to  the  fulfilment  of  the  scheme  on  which 
the  First  Part  of  his  great  dramatic  poem  was  based, 
that  he  should  give  in  his  own  way  the  solution  of 
the  problem,  how  Faust  was  to  be  extricated  from 
the  toils  of  the  Evil  One,  into  which  he  had  plunged 
himself  in  a  mood  of  weariness  and  des])air,  it  can- 
not be  otherwise  than  worth  the  while  of  literary 
students  to  make  themselves  familiar  with  what  he 
had  to  say,  whether  they  are  satisfied  or  not  with 
the  way  in  which  the  Faust  legend  is  illustrated, 
and  the  redemption  of  its  hero  is  worked  out. 

It  has  been  too  much  the  habit  of  English  readers 
to  accept  the  eulogies  of  the  Second   I'art  of  the 
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'  Faust '  at  second  hand,  and  to  decline  to  go 
through  the  fatigue  of  reading  it  with  the  care 
which  it  demands,  and  so  following  the  destinies  of 
Faust  to  the  close.  Nor,  perhaps,  is  .this  greatly  to 
be  wondered  at.  The  scheme  of  the  book,  teeming 
as  it  does  with  allusions  to  science,  mythology,  his- 
tory, and  art,  unfits  it  for  any  but  a  highly  educated 
and  patient  class  of  readers.  It  was  avowedly  for 
readers  of  this  class  only  that  it  was  written ;  and 
even  for  them  it  presents  many  passages  difficult  to 
interpret,  many  allusions  hard  to  understand,  and  in- 
tricate problems,  which  are  not  to  be  resolved  without 
some  effort  of  brain.  Commentaries  have  sprung  up, 
almost  as  voluminous  as  those  under  which  the  texts 
of  Dante  and  of  Shakespeare  have  long  groaned. 
These,  not  a  few  of  them  at  least,  have  had  the 
usual  result  of  aggravating  the  obscurity  which  they 
profess  to  clear  away,  so  that  we  are  thrown  back 
upon  the  poem  itself  to  gather  such  meanings  and 
suggestions  as  our  own  reason  or  imagination  can 
help  us  to.  And,  after  all,  these  are  quite  sufficient 
for  the  enjoyment  of  what  is  really  valuable  in  the 
poem.  Such  parts  of  it  as  demand  the  exposition  of 
elaborate  commentary,  most  lovers  of  poetry  will 
agree,  can  scarcely  deserve  one.  The  moment 
poetry  begins  to  deal  in  mysticism  or  philosophical 
problems,  and  to  demand  elaborate  exposition,  it 
ceases  to  be  poetry.  A  natural  instinct  impels  us  to 
give  all  such  rhymed  obscurities  the  go-by,  and  to 
settle  upon  the  flowers  about  whose  fragrance  and 
beauty  there  can  be  no  mistake. 
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Of  these  this  werk  presents  an  abundance  sufficient 
to  satisfy  the  most  exacting  taste.  But  to  enjoy  it 
thoroughly,  the  reader  must  bring  both  cultivated  in- 
telligence, and  sympathy  with  the  poetic  faculty  in  its 
higher  development.  Those  who  want  strong  human 
interest  must  go  elsewhere.  They  will  not  find  it 
here.  The  whole  action  lies  within  "  the  limits  of 
the  sphere  of  dream."  Even  Faust  and  Mephis- 
topheles  are  but  as  phantasms  moving  among  phan- 
tasms. The  pulses  of  the  fatal  passion,  which  resulted 
in  the  tragic  ending  of  poor  Margaret,  are  but  poorly 
compensated  by  the  fine  frenzy  of  Faust  for  the  Helen 
of  antiquity.  It  is  his  imagination,  not  his  heart, 
that  is  on  fire.  Ours  also  kindles  before  the  ex- 
quisite painting  of  the  poet,  which  sets  every  figure 
in  his  drama  before  us  as  vividly  as  could  have  been 
done  by  the  chisel  of  Phidias  or  the  pencil  of  Titian. 
We  are  grateful  for  the  rich  series  of  pictures  which 
he  has  passed  before  our  eyes,  but  they  leave  no 
impression  on  our  heart  like  the  ineradicable  pang 
of  one  such  stroke  of  pathos  as  Margaret's 

"  Hin  ich  doch  noch  so  jung,  so  jung  ! 
Und  soll  schon  sterben  !  " 

Again,  for  those  who  seek  in  the  *  Faust '  a  solution 
of  the  great  problem  of  life,  the  result  at  which 
Goethe  seems  to  arrive  is,  we  venture  to  think, 
neither  very  startling  nor  very  novel.  It  is  no  more 
than  the  truth,  which  wise  men  of  all  ages  have 
preached,  that  by  those  who  aspire  beyond  the 
enjoyment  of  selfish  tastes,  intellectual   or   sensual 
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happiness  is  only  to  be  reached  through  active  be- 
neficence, through  the  application  of  knowledge  and 
power  to  the  welfare  of  mankind.  While  Faust 
pored  in  his  study  over  musty  volumes  of  medicine, 
jurisprudence,  and  theology,  the  accumulation  of 
such  knowledge  as  they  taught  brought  only  bitter- 
ness of  heart,  and  a  feeling  that  it  satisfied  none  of 
the  higher  aspirations  of  his  nature.  When  Faust, 
in  his  old  age,  takes  to  reclaiming  land  from  the  sea, 
to  building  harbours,  and  making  hundreds  of  his 
fellow-creatures  happy,  then  the  cravings  of  his  heart 
are  for  the  first  time  satisfied.  With  the  prospect 
before  him  of  the  good  to  follow  from  his  philan- 
thropic schemes,  he  sees  the  moment  at  hand,  which 
in  his  study  he  had  not  believed  could  ever  come, 
when  he  should  say  to  it — 

"  Verweile  doch  !  du  bist  so  schön  !  " 

and  be  content  to  die.  It  is  not  Mephistopheles,  but 
Faust's  own  internal  development,  that  has  wrought 
this  result ;  and  thus  the  condition  is  never  fulfilled 
which  entitled  Mephistopheles  to  claim  his  soul. 

Another  important  but  by  no  means  novel  truth 
Goethe  may  also  have  meant  to  enforce.  It  is  one 
which  is  tolerably  sure  to  have  been  reached  by 
every  man  who  has  learned  to  place  his  happiness 
in  helping  towards  the  happiness  of  others — namely, 
that  it  is  not  here  on  earth  that  the  soul  can  look  for 
satisfaction.  In  a  higher  sense  than  was  present  to 
the  mind  of  Ulysses  in  Tennyson's  ]ioem, 
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"All  experience  is  an  arch,  wherethrough 
Gleams  that  unt ravelled  world,  whose  margin  fades 
For  ever  and  for  ever,  as  we  move." 

Problems  thicken  upon  us  the  more  we  see,  the 
more  we  think,  the  more  we  feel,  of  which  the  solution 
is  not  to  be  found  within  "  this  visible  diurnal  sphere." 
It  is,  in  truth,  only  by  the  hope  that  these  will  be  solved 
in  that  immortal  life  of  which  this  of  earth  is  but  an 
initial  stage,  that  existence  is  made  endurable  to  those 
who  suffer,  and  to  those  who  think.  This  hope  it  was 
which,  in  the  case  of  Socrates,  for  example,  while  it  re- 
conciled him  to  life,  robbed  death  of  its  terrors,  in  the 
assurance  that  with  death  came  the  dawn  of  a  brighter 
and  nobler  existence,  of  which  the  happiest  experi- 
ences of  this  world  were  but  feeble  symbols,  and  in 
which  he  should  see  realised  the  things  for  which  his 
soul  had  yearned  on  earth  in  vain.  Almost  the  last 
words  of  the  present  poem  point  to  the  same  faith, 
the  Chorus  Mysticiis  singing,  as  Faust  is  borne  into 
the  heavenly  sphere — 

"  Alles  Vergängliche 
Ist  nur  ein  Gleichniss  ; 
Das  Unzulängliche 
Hier  wird  Ereigniss  I  " 

These  lines,  and  the  lines  that  follow,  which  tell  of 
a  God  who  cares  for  the  creatures  of  His  hand,  and 
who  has  i)repared  for  them  better  things  than  all  that 
they  can  ask  or  think,  may,  in  our  opinion,  be  fairly 
regarded  as  indicating  the  main  drift  of  what  Goethe 
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had  in  view  in  concluding  his  version  of  the  Faust 
Legend  in  the  way  he  did. 

It"  this  be  so,  then  it  is  no  doubt  satisfactory-  to 
have  his  assent  to  this  view  of  human  life,  and  of 
human  destiny;  but  it  is  no  new  discover)-,  and  it 
has  been  enforced  more  clearly  and  emphatically 
from  many  familiar  quarters. 

Looking  upon  the  poem  in  this  light,  we  quite 
understand,  although  we  do  not  share,  the  feeling 
expressed  by  Stieglitz,  Lewes,  and  others,  that  it 
would  have  been  better  had  the  ultimate  destiny 
of  Faust  been  left  in  the  uncertainty  in  which 
Goethe  left  it  at  the  end  of  the  First  Part  with 
Margaret's 

"  Heinrich !    Mir  gram's  vor  dir," 

and  the  cr)-  of  piteous  pathos,  "  Heinrich  I  Heinrich  ! 
from 

"  The  voice  from  within,  dying  away." 

^\■ith  which  the  poem  closes.  This,  however,  would 
have  been  the  mere  statement  of  the  problem,  not 
the  solution  of  it :  and  to  have  left  his  conception  in 
this  unfinished  state  would  have  been  wholly  incon- 
sistent with  the  poet's  purpose  as  indicated  in  the 
"  Prologue  in  Heaven,"  which  gives  the  key-note  to 
the  whole  composition. 

As  an  artist  Goethe  could  never  have  been  content 
to  leave  his  work  incomplete.  Happily,  therefore, 
for  those  to  whom  poetr\-  is  something  more  than  a 
mere  amusement  of  the  fancy  or  stimulus  of  the  emo- 
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tions,  he  determined  to  grapple  with  every  detail  of 
the  legend,  as  it  grew  through  successive  stages  into 
a  development,  which  enabled  him  to  call  into  play 
all  the  resources  of  his  imagination  and  of  his  con- 
summate literar)'  skill.  Thus  he  gave  us  in  this  book 
some  of  his  finest  conceptions,  and,  beyond  all  doubt, 
his  most  exquisite  workmanship.  One  can  bear 
much  that  is  tedious  and  obscure,  sometimes  perhaps 
even  trivial,  for  the  sake  of  such  scenes  as  that  in 
which  Helen  and  Paris  are  evoked  before  the  Em- 
peror's Court,  the  whole  of  the  Classical  Walpurgis 
Night,  and  the  Intermezzo  of  Helena.  The  dream 
of  ideal  beauty  which  since  Homer's  time  has  been 
associated  with  the  name  of  Helen,  has  given  rise  to 
many  a  fine  passage  in  poetry,  of  which  none  perhaps 
is  more  vividly  remembered  than  the  splendid  apos- 
trophe of  Marlowe's  Faust  to 

"  The  face  that  launched  a  thousand  ships, 
And  burned  the  topless  towers  of  Ilium." 

But  Goethe  was  too  deeply  penetrated  by  the  idea  of 
that  "daughter  of  the  gods,  divinely  tall,  and  most 
divinely  fair,"  to  be  content  with  disposing  so  lightly 
as  Marlowe  did  of  her  relation  to  Faust  as  he  found 
it  indicated  in  the  old  legend.  Helen  is  to  the 
Second  Part  of  '  Faust '  what  Margaret  was  to  the 
First, — the  centre  ux)on  which  its  interest  turns  :  and 
upoa  thiscreation  CiocnTcpuOof!fl^ilhis  powers. 
The  passionate  worship  of  beauty  in  and  for  itself 
kindles  the  verse  wherever  Helen  appears  or  is  re- 
ferred to,  even  as  the  passion  of  Pygmalion  gave  life 
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to  the  marble  he  had  chiselled  into  form.  The  con- 
ception of  the  Helena,  as  wrought  out  here,  was 
manifestly  in  Goethe's  mind  when  he  wrote  the  First 

Part ;  for  it  is  clearly  a  vision  of  her  supreme  beauty, 
and  not  of  Margaret,  as  the  ordinary  stage  misrepre- 
sentations of  the  '  Faust '  would  have  us  believe, 
that  is  presented  to  Faust  in  the  magic  mirror  of 
the  Witches'  Kitchen,  when  he  exclaims  : — 


"  What  form  divine  is  this,  that  seems  to  lis'e 
Within  this  magic  glass  before  mine  eyes  ? 
Oh,  love,  to  me  thy  s\viftest  pinion  give, 
And  waft  me  to  the  region  where  she  lies  I 


A  woman's  form,  beyond  expression  fair  1 

Can  woman  be  so  fair?     Or  must  I  deem 

In  this  recumbent  form  I  see  revealed 

The  quintessence  of  all  the  heavens  can  yield  ? 

On  earth  can  aught  be  found  of  beauty  so  supreme  ?  " 

All  may  not  agree  in  admiration  of  the  machinery  by 
which  this  vision  is  made  a  reality,  and  Helena  is 
brought  back  from  the  shades  to  become  the  bride  of 
Faustus  for  a  time.  But  no  one  can  question  the 
admirable  skill  with  which  Goethe,  by  a  series  of 
subtle  touches,  fills  the  imagination  with  the  full  rich 
beauty,  the  stately  grace,  and  the  resistless  charm 
of  her  who  "  brought  calamity  where'er  she  came." 
Whatever  the  shortcomings  of  the  poem  in  other 
respects  may  be,  in  all  that  bears  upon  this  part  of 
it  the  matured  strength  of  a  great  artist  is  everywhere 
apparent,  combined  with  a  freshness  and  force  which, 
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considering  the  time  of  life  at  which  it  was  written, 
ire  little  less  than  wonderful. 

Who,  again,  would  be  content  to  miss  from  litera- 
ture the  noble  last  act  of  the  poem, — the  scene,  for 
example,  in  which  Faust  is  smitten  by  blindness ;  or 
still  more,  the  hymns  which  accompany  his  transport 
to  heaven,  and  the  vision  of  Gretchen,  whose  own 
bliss  could  not  be  perfected  until  she  saw  him,  puri- 
fied from  the  dross  of  earth,  and  accepted  as  not 
unworthy  of  the  forgiveness  which  had  been  vouch- 
safed to  herself?  Only  those  to  whom  the  original 
German  has  become  a  second  language  can  know 
how  perfect  in  feeling  and  in  rhythmical  expression 
these  hymns  are ;  but  those  who  have  not  this 
advantage  may  catch  some  glimpses  of  their  beauty 
through  a  translation,  although  all  translation  of  such 
work  as  this  must  of  necessity  be  more  or  less  a 
failure. 

More  than  twenty  years  ago  the  present  translator 
printed  for  private  circulation  a  version  of  the  Clas- 
sical Walpurgis  Night,  and  the  Intermezzo  of  The 
Helena.  Having  subsequently  translated  the  First 
Part  of  the  drama,  he  naturally  wished  to  complete 
his  self-imposed  task.  Not  till  recently  has  he  been 
able  to  resume  this  labour  of  love.  None  but  an 
enthusiast  for  Goethe  would,  he  frankly  admits, 
undertake  such  a  task  ;  and  even  he,  however  great 
his  qualifications,  must  be  often  tempted  to  throw 
down  his  pen  in  despair.  To  reproduce  satisfactorily 
even  a  few  pages  of  this  work  would  be  a  crucial 
effort  to  the  most  accomplished  translator.     In  none 
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of  Goethe's  works  are  the  marvellous  beauty  and 
finish  of  his  style  carried  to  a  higher  point.  In  ma)^^' 
parts  the  charm  lies  almost  exclusively  in  the  ex. 
cution ;  and  a  translator  may  well  despair  of  makiuj^ 
his  readers  tolerant  of  the  matter  by  rivalling  the 
exquisite  manner  of  the  original,  with  all  the  odds  so 
heavily  against  him  in  the  much  less  plastic  character 
of  our  language  as  compared  with  the  German. 
And  when  Goethe  is  at  his  best,  he  is  simply  nn- 
translatable.  Such  as  it  is,  the  present  version  is 
offered,  in  the  hope  that  it  may  assist  English  readers 
in  the  study  of  what  Goethe  regarded  as  the  maste 
work  of  his  life. 


ACT    I. 

SCENE  I. — A  Beautiful  Landscape. 

Faust  reclining  in  a  flmvery  meadow,  wearied, 
restless,  trying  to  sleep. 

Twilight. 
{A  troop  of  elves  flitting  round  him,  graceful  liitlcforms.) 

Arikl. 
{Song,  accompanied  by  Eolian  liarps.) 

When  the  sprin<,'-tinie,  scattering  flowers, 

Robes  in  verdure  hill  and  glen, 
When  green  meadows,  bright  with  showers, 

Gladden  all  the  sons  of  men. 
Little  elves,  where  spirits  languish, 

Haste  their  troubled  fears  to  still; 
They  are  grieved  by  mortal's  anguish. 

Be  the  mourner  good  or  ill. 

Ye,  who  in  airy  circles  round  him  float, 
Here  show  that  ye  are  elves  of  noble  note. 
Soothe  into  calm  his  heart's  distressful  fray, 
Pluck  out  the  burning  arrows  of  remorse. 
Wash  from  his  spirit  all  its  past  dismay; 
Night  hath  four  periods  in  her  solemn  course, 
Now  fill  them  kindly  up  without  delay! 
Pillow  his  head  on  yon  cool  bank,  and  then 
Bathe  him  in  dew  from  Lethe's  stream  ;  anon 
PAKT  II.  A 
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Will  his  cramp-stiffened  limbs  relax  again, 
When  all  refreshed  he  wakens  with  the  dawn. 
Do  the  elves'  fairest  'hest  aright, 
Restore  him  to  the  blessed  light ! 

Chorus. 
When  across  the  emerald  meadows 

Warm  and  fragrant  breezes  play, 
Closing  round  in  misty  shadows, 

Softly  falls  the  twilight  grey; 
Whispers  gently  peace  to  mortals, 

Rocks  the  heart  to  childlike  rest; 
Closes  up  the  daylight's  portals 

To  those  wearied  eyes  unblest. 

Now  the  night  is  deeply  darkling, 

Gleams  out  hallowed  star  on  star, 
Lights  of  power,  or  faintly  sparkling, 

Twinkle  near,  and  gleam  afar. 
In  the  lake  they  sparkle  tender. 

Gleam  in  yon  clear  vault  profound  ; 
Reigns  the  moon  in  full-orbed  splendour, 

Perfecting  the  peace  around. 

See,  the  hours  of  night  have  vanished, 

Joy  and  grief  have  passed  away. 
Wake  !  rejoice  !  thy  pain  is  banished. 

Trust  the  new-advancing  day. 
Vales  grow  green,  hills  steep  and  steeper. 

Shadows  deepen  thick  with  leaves. 
And  the  harvest  to  the  reaper 

In  long  silvery  billows  heaves. 

Fix  thy  gaze  in  yonder  glory, 
Wouldst  thou  win  thy  wish  and  keep. 

Frail  the  spell  that  resteth  o'er  thee, 
Fling  away  the  husk  of  sleep  ! 
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Though  the  crowd  grow  pale  and  waver, 

Onward  thou  with  dauntless  soul ! 
Gallant  heart  is  baffled  never, 
Striving  to  a  noble  goal ! 

[A  tremendous  clangour  indicates  the 
approach  of  the  Sun. 

Ariel. 

Hark,  the  ringing  hours  of  morn! 
Pealing  unto  spirit  ears, 
Lo,  another  day  is  born, 
Lo,  another  dawn  appears! 
Adamantine  gates  are  crashing, 
Phcebus'  car-wheels  rattling,  clashing, — 
What  clang  harbingers  the  sun  ! 
Trump  and  clarion  pealing  clear, 
Dazzling  eye  and  stunning  ear! 
Hence!     Our  elfin  reign  is  done. 
Slip  into  your  flowery  cells, 
Couch  in  lone,  untrodden  dells. 
To  the  clefts  and  thickets  come! 
Day  will  all  your  powers  benumb. 

Faust  {axuaking). 

Life's  pulses  dance  with  fresh  and  bounding  pace, 

The  ethereal  splendours  of  the  dawn  to  greet; 

Thou,  earth,  thou  too  this  night  didst  hold  thy  place, 

And  breathest  with  new  vigour  at  my  feet, 

Bid'st  joy  even  now  within  my  breast  grow  rife. 

And  high  resolves  dost  stir  with  kindling  heat. 

To  scale  life's  topmost  heights  through  toil  and  strife! 

Now  lies  the  world  in  morning's  twilight  beam. 

The  woodland  rings  with  thousand-voic(!:(l  life, 

All  through  the  valley  misty  hazes  stream. 

Yet  to  its  depths  doth  heaven's  clear  radiance  creep, 

And,  bathed  in  freshness,  wood  and  thicket  gleam. 
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From  dewy  clefts  where  late  they  lay  asleep ; 
The  glades  are  dappled  with  a  thousand  dyes, 
Where  flower  and  leaflet  trembling-  pearls  do  weep, 
And  all  around  grows  fair  as  Paradise ! 

Aloft  the  giant  peaks,  far-gleaming  bright, 
Proclaim  the  hour  at  hand,  that  fires  the  skies; 
They  feel  the  first  flush  of  the  eternal  light, 
That  finds  its  way  betimes  to  us  below\ 
Now  o'er  the  green  slopes  of  yon  Alpine  height 
The  advancing  splendour  spreads  a  livelier  glow. 
And,  step  by  step,  it  gains  the  lower  ground. 
Lo,  the  broad  sun  !     And  blinded  with  the  flow, 
That  stings  the  shrinking  sight,  I  turn  me  round. 

So  when  a  hope,  by  long  devotion  fanned, 
Hath  won  the  height  of  its  desire  and  found 
Fulfilment's  portals  wing-like  wide  expand, 
But  now  from  yonder  depths  eternal  leaps 
A  whelming  burst  of  flame,  amazed  we  stand; 
Life's  torch  we'd  fain  illumine  there,  when  sweeps 
A  sea  of  fire  around  us,  eddying  fast — 
Is't  love?  is't  hate?  that  round  us  hotly  creeps. 
With  joy  and  pain,  in  alternation  vast, — 
So  that  once  more  to  earth  we  turn  our  gaze. 
And  shrinking  childhood's  mantle  round  us  cast. 

So  then  behind  me  let  the  sunbeams  blaze ! 

The  waterfall,  that  down  yon  chasm  is  roaring, 

I  view  with  deepening  rapture  and  amaze. 

Now,  in  a  myriad  broken  runlets  pouring, 

It  bounds  from  ledge  to  ledge,  and,  shattering  there. 

Shoots  up,  in  spray  and  filmy  vapour  soaring. 

Yet  o'er  this  turmoil  how  divinely  fair 

The  rainbow's  many-tinted  arch  is  wound. 

Now  pencilled  clear,  now  melting  into  air, 
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A  dewy  cool  diffusing  far  around. 

A  mirror  this  of  mortal  coil  and  strife  ! 

And  there,  if  well  thou  ponderest,  will  be  found, 

In  flowing  hues  revealed,  a  type  of  life. 


SCENE   II.  —  Imperial   Pal.\ce.      Throne-Room. 

Privy  Council  met  in  E.xplctation  of  the  Emperok. 

Trumpets. 

Enter  courtiers  of  every  rank  in  niagnißcent  dresses, 
Thi:  Emperor  ascends  the  throne.  On  his  right 
hand  The  Astrologer. 

The  E.mperor. 

I  greet  the  liegemen  true  and  dear. 
Met  here  from  near  and  distant  lands; 
My  sage,  I  see,  beside  me  stands, 
But  why  my  fool,  is  he  not  here.'' 

Page. 

Sir,  on  your  royal  train  he  stumbled 
As  we  came  up  the  stair,  and  tumbled  ; 
They  bore  Sir  Corpulence  away, — 
Or  dead  or  drunk,  who  is  to  say.? 

Second  Page. 

•And  what  was  passing  strange,  apace 
Another  steps  into  his  place; 
The  dress  he  wore  is  rich  and  rare. 
But  so  grotesque,  it  makes  folks  stare. 
The  guards  their  halberds  crossed  before 
The  fellow,  as  he  reached  the  door. 
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As  coming  contrary  to  rule  ; 

But  see  !  he's  here,  the  forward  fool  1 

jVIephistopheles  (kneeling  before  the  throtie). 

What  is  accursed,  yet  welcome  ever ; 
What  is  desired,  yet  kept  at  bay  ; 
What  do  men  turn  their  backs  on  never, 
Yet's  banned  and  railed  at  day  by  day ; 
Whom  dost  thou  dare  not  summon  here, 
Whose  name  in  all  men's  ears  is  sweet, 
Who  to  the  very  throne  draws  near. 
Yet  is  self-banished  to  retreat? 

Emperor. 
Friend,  for  the  nonce  your  jargon  spare  ! 
Here  riddles  out  of  place  are  sadly; 
They  are  these  gentlemen's  affair. 
Resolve  them,  and  I'll  listen  gladly. 
My  former  fool,  I  fear,  has  lost  his  head  : 
You,  take  his  place,  and  come  up  here  instead. 

[Mephistopheles^(?6'j  i/p  and  places  hitnself 
on  the  Emperor's  left. 

.Murmur  of  the  Crowd. 
A  new  fool — so  new  plagues  begin. 
Where  comes  he  from  ? — how  came  he  in  ? 
The  old  one  tripped — used  up,  past  saving: 
He  was  a  vat — here  now's  a  shaving. 

Emperor. 
So  now,  my  liegemen,  whom  1  love. 
Be  welcome  all,  from  far  and  near  I 
Beneath  auspicious  stars  ye're  gathered  here  ; 
For  us  are  joy  and  weal  writ  there  above  ! 
But  say,  why  at  a  time,  when  we 
From  everv  care  would  fain  be  free, 
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In  mumming',  mask,  and  revelry 
To  take  our  till  of  pure  delights, 
Should  we  be  plagued  with  setting  state  affairs  to 

rights  ? 
Hut  since  you're  clear  they  will  not  brook  delay, 
Then  be  it  so,  and  have  it  your  own  way. 

Chanxellof«. 

Virtue  supreme,  that,  like  an  aureole  bright, 

Circles  the  Emperors  brows,  his  royal  hand 

Alone  can  exercise  by  sovereign  right. 

Justice  !     What  all  men  love,  what  all  demand, 

AH  long  for,  and  without  it  scarce  may  live, — 

This  to  his  people  'tis  his  part  to  give. 

But  what  avails  clear  head,  or  kindly  heart. 

Or  ready  hand  to  play  the  patriot's  part, 

When  the  state's  torn  by  feverish  disquiet. 

And  mischief  runs  in  breeding  mischief  riot  ? 

The  whole  broad  realm  below  to  us  doth  seem 

From  our  high  vantage  ground  a  nightmare  dream, 

Where  forms  misshapen  are  in  chaos  blent. 

Where  lawlessness  makes  law  its  instrument, 

And  error  and  delusion  everywhere 

Are  rampant,  and  infect  the  very  air. 

One  steals  a  flock,  a  woman  one, 

Cross,  chalice,  candles  from  the  altar,* 

Brags  through  the  years  of  what  he's  done. 

Nor  gets  his  neck  into  a  halter. 

Now  to  the  court  the  accusers  throng. 

The  judge  in  cushioned  state  sits  proud. 

In  surging  eddies  rolls  along 

Tumultuously  the  clamorous  crowd. 

Yet  dreads  the  criminal  no  ill. 

Who  in  accomplices  has  friends. 

And  "  (iuilty  I  "  is  the  sentence  still. 

Where  innocence  on  itself  depends. 
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So  will  the  world  in  time  be  wrecked, 

Truth,  honour,  virtue  perish  quite ; 

How-  should  we  there  the  sense  expect, 

Alone  can  guide  us  to  what's  right? 

A  man,  not  ill-disposed,  in  time 

To  flattery  or  to  bribes  will  fall, 

A  judge,  W'ho  cannot  punish  crime, 

Go  partner  with  the  criminal. 

My  sketch  I've  drawn  of  blackest  hue. 

Yet  fain  had  kept  it  from  the  view.  \Pajisc. 

Steps  must  be  taken,  and  ere  long ; 

When  all  or  do  or  suffer  wrong. 

There's  danger  even  to  the  throne. 

Field-Marshal. 

Oh,  the  mad  days  wherein  we're  living ! 

All  men  are  taking  blows  or  giving, — 

Obedience  is  a  thing  unknown. 

The  cit  behind  his  moated  wall, 

The  noble  in  his  rocky  nest. 

Combine  at  bay  to  keep  us  all. 

Each  holding  stoutly  by  the  rest. 

Our  mercenaries  restive  grow. 

Demand  their  hire  with  angry  cry. 

Yet,  if  'twere  all  paid  up,  we  know 

They'd  bolt,  and  never  say  "  Good-bye  !" 

To  say,  what  all  men  want's  debarred. 

Is  to  disturb  a  hornet's  nest ; 

The  kingdom  they  should  shield  and  guard 

Is  ravaged,  plundered,  and  oppressed. 

None  try  to  curb  the  rabble  rout; 

Already  half  the  world's  undone  ; 

Kings  still  there  be,  a  few,  about. 

But  not  one  thinks  'tis  his  affair,  not  one. 
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Treasurer. 


Who'd  pin  his  faith  upon  allies? 

Our  funds,  they  say,  they'll  subsidise, 

liut  at  the  source  their  bounties  stop, 

And  leak  through  to  us  drop  by  drop. 

Again,  sir,  who,  your  wide  realms  through, 

Keeps  what  his  fathers  left  him,  who? 

Where'er  we  turn,  some  new  man's  in  the  ascendant. 

And  will,  forsooth,  be  independent. 

Do  what  he  may,  howe'er  absurd 

Or  wrong,  we  must  not  say  a  word. 

We  have  surrendered  rights  so  many, 

We  have  not  left  ourselves  with  any. 

On  so-called  parties  in  the  state 

There's  no  dependence  nowadays  ; 

Whether  they  rail  at  us,  or  praise, 

We  prize  alike  their  love  and  hate. 

Vour  Ghibelline,  so  too  your  (iuelph. 

Greedy  of  ease,  gets  out  of  reach. 

What  man  now  helps  his  neighbour?     Each 

Is  only  thinking  of  himself. 

The  golden  gates  are  barred  ;  men  screw. 

And  scrape,  and  snatch,  and  hoard,  and  pile, 

And  our  exchequer's  empty  all  the  while. 

Steward. 

What  plagues  beset  my  office  too  ! 

We're  trying  day  by  day  to  save, 

Yet  each  day  brings  me  calls  for  more. 

And  cares  and  worries  new  and  grave. 

The  kitchen  never  lacks  good  store  : 

.Stags,  wild  boars,  leverets,  hinds,  and  hares, 

Fowls,  turkeys,  geese  and  ducks  in  pairs, — 

Payment  in  kind, — whate'cr  may  hap. 

Come  duly  in,  to  fill  the  gap. 
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But  now  our  wine  is  running  low. 

Butts  upon  butts  we  once  did  own, 

All  the  best  growths,  the  finest  years, 

Piled  in  the  cellar,  tiers  on  tiers  ; 

But  our  great  nobles  round  the  throne, 

Slaking  a  thirst  that  knows  no  stop, 

Are  draining  them  to  the  last  drop. 

Even  the  Town  Council  are  not  able 

To  keep  their  stores  untapped  ;  they  fly 

To  bowl  and  beaker,  drain  them  dry, 

Till  the  sots  sink  beneath  the  table. 

Now  I,  perforce,  must  pay  for  all  : 

The  Jew  won't  spare  me  :  he  presents 

His  bonds  of  credit,  that  forestall 

The  produce  of  the  next  year's  rents. 

Our  very  pigs  we  cannot  fatten. 

The  pillow's  pawned  from  off  the  bed, 

And  what  to  table  comes  is  forehand-eaten  bread. 

Emperor  {r-eflects  awhile,  then  says  to 
Mephistopheles). 

Have  you  no  grievance,  fool,  to  bring  us  pat  in  ? 

Mephistopheles. 
Not  I,  indeed.     Viewing  this  grand  display, — 
Thee  and  thy  Court, — full  trust  who  must  not  feel, 
Where  kingship  holds  indisputable  sway. 
And,  backed  by  ready  force,  makes  foemen  reel  ? 
Where  loyal  hearts,  strong  through  conviction  clear. 
And  energy  to  act,  are  ever  near. 
Who  could  for  wrong  or  purpose  dark  unite, 
Where  stars  are  shining  so  supremely  bright? 

Murmur. 
He  is  a  knave — a  shrewd  one  too. 
He  lies — but  with  an  end  in  view. 
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I'm  sure  there's  something  lurks  behind — 
Some  what  ? — Some  scheme  to  cheat  the  blind  ! 

Mephistopheles. 

Where  lacks  not  something  in  this  earthly  sphere  ? 
Here  this,  there  that  :  'tis  Coin  is  lacking  here. 
Not  from  the  tloor  can  it  be  scraped,  no  doubt; 
Still  wisdom  draws  what's  hid  most  deeply  out. 
In  mountain-lodes,  in  walls  far  under  ground, 
Gold,  coined  and  uncoined  too,  is  to  be  found. 
And  ask  you,  who  can  bring  it  to  the  light? 
Some  gifted  man's  Nature-and-Spirit-might. 

Chancellor. 

Nature  and  Spirit?     No  words  for  Christian  men! 

For  this  they  burn  your  atheists  now  and  then, 

As  such  talk  is  extremely  dangerous. 

Nature  is  Sin,  Spirit  the  devil ;  thus 

They  gender  doubt  betwixt  them — that 

Deformed  hermaphroditic  brat. 

This  sort  of  thing  won't  do  with  us! 

Our  Emperor's  ancient  kingdom  through, 

Two  orders  have  sprung  up,  and  only  two, — 

The  Clergy  and  the  Nobles, — and  they  make 

A  sure  stay  for  his  throne,  and  seemly  guard. 

Defying  every  tempest ;  so  they  take 

The  Church  and  State  for  their  well-earned  reward. 

There's  a  rebellious  spirit  brewing 

Amongst  the  vulgar  and  the  bad  ;  4 

,\11  heretics'  and  wizards'  doing. 

Who' re  driving  town  and  country  mad. 

And  now  with  ril)ald  jests  you   you,  l)egin 

To  assail  the  men  who  move  in  this  high  sphere! 

Hearts  rotten  at  the  core  to  you  are  dear. 

For  they  to  fools  are  very  nigh  akin ! 
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Mephistopheles. 

I  see  the  scholar,  sir,  in  what  you  say. 
What  you  touch  not,  for  you  lies  miles  away; 
What  you  grasp  not,  no  being  has  for  you ; 
What  you  count  not,  you're  clear  cannot  be  true; 
What  you  weigh  not,  has  neither  weight  nor  size; 
What  you  coin  not,  is  worthless  in  your  eyes. 

Emperor. 

Our  needs  are  nowise  to  be  lightened  thus. 
Your  Lenten  Sermon,  what  is  that  to  us? 
I'm  sick  of  the  eternal  How  and  When : 
'Tis  cash  we  want — hard  cash  !     So  get  it,  then  ! 

Mephistopheles. 

All  you  desire  I'll  get,  and  more,  so  please  ye; 

The  task  is  light,  and  yet,  though  light,  not  easy. 

The  gold  is  there;  but  how  to  haul  it  in  ? 

That  calls  for  skill:  who  knows  how  to  begin  ? 

Only  reflect,  in  the  dark  days,  when  tides 

Of  men  swamped  countries  and  their  folk  besides. 

How  he  and  he,  in  the  first  panic  scare, 

Hid  what  he  prized  most  dearly  anywhere ! 

So  was  it  under  Rome's  imperial  sway — 

So  on  to  yesterday,  ay,  to  to-day. 

It  all  lies  hidden  in  the  soil;  the  soil 

The  Emperor's  is,  and  he  shall  have  the  spoil. 

i     Treasurer. 

Well,  for  a  fool,  he  does  not  talk  amiss; 
The  Emperor's  ancient  right  undoubted  this  ! 

Chancellor. 

For  you  spreads  Satan  golden  snares;  you'll  do 
What  is  unrighteous  and  unholy  too. 
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Stkward. 


So  that  he  only  bring  us  gifts  of  price, 
About  unrighteousness  I  shan't  be  nice. 

Field-Marshal. 

Shrewd  fool,  to  promise  what  by  all  is  sought ! 
The  soldier  won't  inquire  whence  it  was  brought. 

Mkphistopheles. 

And  if,  belike,  you  think  I'm  talking  fudge. 
There's  the  Astrologer — let  him  be  judge  1 
Cycle  on  Cycle,  Hour  and  House  he  knows; 
Say,  sir,  what  do  the  heavenly  signs  disclose? 

Murmur. 

A  pair  of  knaves — confederates  clear, 
Phantast  and  fool— the  throne  so  near. 
An  old  old  stor)' !  stale  with  age — 
As  the  fool  prompts,  so  speaks  the  sage  ! 

Astrologer  {speaks,  Mephistopheles />ro»ip/m^). 

Gold  of  the  purest  is  the  orb  of  day  ; 

Mercury,  the  herald,  ser\es  for  grace  and  pay; 

Dame  Venus  hath  bewitched  you,  one  and  all, 

On  you  all  hours  her  loving  glances  fall. 

Chaste  Luna's  full  of  whims  and  fancies  light ; 

Mars,  though  he  strike  not,  awes  you  with  his  might ; 

And  Jupiter  shows  the  loveliest  star  of  all. 

.Saturn  is  great,  far  to  the  eye  and  small ; 

Him  lowliest  'mongst  the  metals  do  we  rate, 

Trivial  in  value,  ponderous  in  weight. 

liut  mark  !     When  Sol  and  Luna  come  together, 

And  gold  mates  silver,  then  'lis  finest  weather; 

Straightway  one  gets  whatever  else  one  seeks, 

Parks,  palaces,  plump  bosoms,  rosy  cheeks. 
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All  this  is  wrought  by  that  most  learned  man, 
Who  can  achieve  what  none  amongst  us  can. 

Emperor. 

His  words  ring  double  in  all  they  say  ; 
But  they  convince  me  not,  not  they. 

Murmur. 

An  idle  tale — ^jest  worn  and  stale  ! 
Star-gazer's  dreams — alchemists'  schemes  ! 
Things  oft  told  to  us — devised  to  do  us  ! 
For  all  his  coaxing,  merest  hoaxing  ! 

Mephistopheles. 

With  foolish  stare  they  stand  around  ; 
No  faith  have  they  in  hidden  prizes  : 
Kobold  and  gnome  one  man  surmises, 
Another  prates  of  the  coal-black  hound. 
What  matter,  if  sorry  jokes  one  crack. 
Another  at  sorcerers'  cantrips  rail. 
If  gout  his  feet  with  its  twinges  rack. 
And  his  legs  beneath  him  quake  and  fail  ? 
Ye  all  the  secret  working  feel 
Of  nature's  ever-predominant  power, 
And  her  living  traces  this  very  hour 
Up  from  her  nethermost  regions  steal. 
When  every  bone  in  your  body  grows  sick. 
And  a  something  uncanny  stirs  in  the  air. 
Then  courage  !  to  work  with  spade  and  pick  ! 
There  lies  the  fiddler,  the  treasure  is  there  ! ' 


1  The  allusion  is  to  a  superstition  common  in  Germany,  that  when  people 
stumble,  they  are  passing  over  a  spot  where  a  musician  is  buried, — being 
affected,  as  certain  sensitive  people  are  said  to  be,  on  coming  to  ground 
under  which  gold  or  other  minerals  lie. 
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Murmur. 

My  feet  are  heavy  as  lead — that's  gout ; 
Cramps  through  my  arms  run  in  and  out ; 
My  great  toe  burns,  and  shoots,  and  twitches ; 
All  over  my  back  there  are  pains  and  stitches  : 
By  all  these  signs  it  would  appear, 
There  are  heaps  of  richest  treasure  here. 

EMPr.ROR. 

Look  sharp  !  I  brook  no  more  delay  ! 

Prove  that  your  frothy  flams  are  true, 

And  bare  these  famous  piles  to  view! 

Then  sword  and  sceptre  I'll  put  away, 

And  with  my  royal  hands  I  will, 

If  you  lie  not,  the  work  fulfil ; 

But  if  you  lie,  I'll  pack  you  off  to  hell  ! 

Mephistopheles. 

The  road  there  I  at  least  should  know  right  well ! 

But,  sir,  words  fail  me,  adequate  to  tell. 

What  unowned  wealth  lies  waiting  ever>where. 

The  boor,  that  through  the  furrow  drives  his  share, 

Turns  up  a  crock  of  bullion  with  the  mould  ; 

He  hopes  saltpetre  hidden  in  the  clay. 

And,  half  in  ecstasy,  half  in  dismay, 

In  his  gaunt  fingers  finds  rouleaux  of  gold. 

But  then  the  arches  must  be  burst. 

The  chasms,  the  shafts,  through  which  he  must. 

Who's  treasure-wise,  a  passage  thrust. 

To  reach  the  wondrous  world  below  ! 

In  spacious  vaults,  strong-barred,  untold 

Plates,  goblets,  salvers,  all  of  gold. 

He  sees  around  him.  row  on  row. 

There  ruby-studded  l)eakers  stand. 

And,  if  he'd  drink  from  them,  at  hand 
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Are  fluids  aged  as  the  hills. 

The  casks  have  long  been  turned  to  dust, 

But  the  wine-tartar — if  you'll  trust 

One  who  knows  well — their  function  tills. 

The  essences  of  noble  wine, 

As  well  as  gold  and  jewels  fine. 

Themselves  in  gruesome  night  enshrine. 

'Tis  here  the  wise  man — pray  you,  mark  ! — 

Unweariedly  pursues  his  quest. 

To  hunt  by  daylight  were  a  jest ; 

The  home  for  mysteries  is  the  dark. 

Emperor. 

That  may  be  so.     Gloom  !     What's  the  good  of  that .'' 
Things  of  true  worth  are  sure  to  come  to  light. 
Who  can  detect  a  rascal  in  black  night  ? 
Your  cow  in  the  dark  is  black,  and  grey  your  cat. 
These  pitchers  down  below,  crammed  full  of  gold, 
Do  you  with  ploughshare  to  the  light  unfold  ! 

Mephistopheles. 

Take  spade  and  pickaxe,  dig  yourself!     The  toil 
Will  make  you  great,  mere  peasant's  though  it  be. 
And  presently,  emerging  from  the  soil, 
A  herd  of  golden  calves  will  struggle  free. 
Then  in  your  transports  may  you  without  check 
Yourself  and  your  fair  ladye-love  bedeck. 
For  lustrous  gems  give  lustre  great 
To  beauty  as  well  as  to  royal  state. 

Emperor. 
Despatch,  despatch  !     How  long  are  we  to  wait? 

Astrologer. 
Such  urgent  longing,  pray,  sir,  moderate. 
First  finish  off  the  motley  masquing  show. 
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A  mind  distraught  conducts  not  to  the  goal. 

We  must  to  settled  calm  compose  our  soul, 

And  earn  by  what's  above  what  is  below. 

Who  would  have  good  things  must  himself  be  good. 

Who  would  have  joy  must  temper  down  his  blood. 

Who  would  have  wine  must  lay  ripe  clusters  by, — 

Who  miracles,  his  faith  must  fortify. 

Emperor. 

Then  be  the  time  in  mirth  and  frolic  spent. 
And  welcomer  will  be  the  coming  Lent ! 
Meanwhile  more  merrily,  whate'er  befall, 
We'll  celebrate  the  roaring  Carnival. 

MtPHISTOPHELES. 

How  merit's  coupled  with  success. 
Is  what  your  fools  can  never  guess  ; 
If  they  the  wise  man's  stone  possessed, 
With  wisdom  they  would  not  be  blest. 


SCENE   III. — Spacious  Hall,  7i<itli  Apatiments 
adjoining  embellished  for  a  masquerade. 

Herald. 

Expect  not  here  old  German  fancies, 

Devils'  and  fools'  and  dead  men's  dances  ; 

A/t'te  awaits  you  gay  and  bright. 

Our  master,  when  he  went  to  Rome, 

Has  for  his  profit,  your  delight. 

Crossed  tht-  high  Alps,  and  thence  brought  home 

To  his  fair  realm  a  royal  right. 

There  at  the  holy  feet  bowed  down, 

PART    IL  B 
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That  right  he  first  devoutly  sought, 

And,  while  he  went  to  fetch  away  his  crown, 

Away  for  us  the  fool's  cap  with  him  brought ! 

Now  we  are  all  new-born  ;  and  every  man 

To  whom  the  world  has  been  his  school, 

O'er  head  and  ears  the  cap  will  snugly  pull, — 

The  air  it  gives  him  of  a  crack-brained  fool, 

And  under  it  he  plays  sage,  as  best  he  can. 

Already  they  break  up,  I  see. 

Some  into  pairs,  some  into  groups; 

And  in  and  out  unceasingly 

The  throng  of  choral  singers  troops. 

Well !     With  its  fooleries  untold, 

The  world  is,  as  it  was  of  old, 

A  big  fool,  not  to  be  controlled  ! 

Flower  Girls  {smg,  accompanied  by  mandolines). 

Maids  of  Florence,  by  the  splendour 
Of  your  Court  drawn  here  are  we. 

And  our  tribute  thus  we  render, 
Decked  in  all  our  bravery. 

Woven  into  our  nut-brown  tresses 
Bright  flowers  manifold  we  bear. 

Silken  streamers,  silken  jesses 
Join  to  prank  it  gaily  there. 

For  we  hold  it  meritorious. 

And  a  thing  to  make  us  dear. 
That  our  flowers,  by  art  made  glorious, 

Bloom  and  blow  through  all  the  year. 

.Sprays  of  every  hue  commingle. 

In  symmetric  order  placed  ; 
You  may  slight  them,  taken  single, 

But  the  mass  contents  your  taste. 
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Comely  are  we  to  the  eye,  as 

Girls  should  be  so  gay  and  smart, 

For  the  woman's  native  bias 
Closely  is  allied  with  art. 

Herald. 

Show  your  baskets  richly  freighted, 

Those  that  on  your  heads  are  pressed. 
Those  with  which  your  arms  are  weighted  ; 

Let  each  choose  what  likes  him  best. 
Quick  !     Till  all  with  leaf  and  alley 

Semblance  of  a  garden  bears. 
Who  but  fain  with  such  would  dally, 

Dealers  lovely  as  their  wares  ? 

Garden  Girls. 
Choose,  then,  each  at  fancy  gleaning — 

Freely  choose,  and  huxter  not  ! 
Tell  in  few  words,  full  of  meanmg. 

Every  one  what  he  hath  got. 

Olive- 13 RANG}!  {tk'HIi  fruit  upon  it). 
Flowery  blooms  I  envy  none, 
Strife  of  every  kind  I  shun  ; 

It  doth  with  my  nature  jar. 
Yet  earth  holds  no  gem  more  fair, 
Pledge  and  token  everywhere 

Of  peace,  and  what  its  blessings  are. 
To-night,  I  hope,  'twill  be  my  place, 
Some  fair  and  worthy  head  to  grace  ! 

Wheat-Wkeath  {j^oUlu). 
Nought  more  winning-sweet  attireth 

Than  the  gifts  l)y  Ceres  sent ; 
What  man  most  for  use  desireth. 

Be  your  fairest  ornament  I 
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Fanxy-Wreath. 


Motley  flowers,  resembling  mallows, 
Strangely  peep  from  mosses  green  ; 

These  are  things  that  fashion  hallows, 
Though  in  nature  never  seen. 

Fancy-Nosegay. 

What  my  name  is,  to  declare 
Theophrastus  would  not  dare  ; 
Yet  I  have  my  hope  I  shall 
Please  a  many,  if  not  all. 
She  that  in  her  hair  will  wind  me. 
She  that  on  her  breast  will  bind  me, 
Shall,  if  with  a  will  she  do  it, 
Find  she  has  no  cause  to  rue  it. 

Challenge. 

Gaudy  fancies,  let  them  flower 
For  the  fashion  of  the  hour. 
Form  in  guises  wondrous  moulded. 
Such  as  nature  ne'er  unfolded  ! 
Golden  bells  and  sprays  of  green 
Peer  out  flowing  locks  between. 

But  we 

Rosebuds 

Shrink  from  sight. 
Happy  who  on  us  doth  light  ! 
When  the  winds  of  summer  blow, 
Roses  kindle  then  and  glow  ; 
Who  such  happiness  would  miss? 
Promise,  then  fulfilment,  this 
Is  in  Flora's  realm  the  rule  ! 
Eye,  and  sense,  and  heart  fed  full  ! 

\_Thc  Garden  Girls  arra/ige  their  wares 
tastefully  imder  greeti  alleys. 
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Gardener  {soflg^  accompanied  by  theorbos). 

Flower)-  blooms,  where  you  have  placed  them, 

Charmingly  your  head  adorn, 

So  our  fruits  you  will  not  scorn  ; 
They'll  delight  you,  if  you  taste  them. 

Magnum  bonums,  cherries,  peaches. 

Dusky  are  of  hue  ;  but  buy ! 

Worst  of  judges  is  the  eye  ; 
Trust  what  tongue  or  palate  teaches. 

Let  all  come  where,  gladdening  eyes 
And  taste,  the  choicest  fruits  invite  them ; 

Men  on  roses  poetise. 
Apples,  they  perforce  must  bite  them. 

To  your  bounteous  bloom  of  youth 

Grant  us  leave,  then,  to  ally  us, 
And  our  ripest  wares,  in  sooth, 

Shall  on  you  be  lavished  by  us. 

In  alleys  gay  that  wind  about. 

In  the  shade  of  pleached  bowers, 
You'll  find  all  you  want  laid  out. 
Blossoms,  foliage,  fruit,  and  flowers. 

{^Sitii^iiii^  alternately,  accompanied  by  guitars 
and  theorbos,  the  two  Choirs  proceed  to 
arrange  their  wares  in  rows  one  above  the 
other,  and  to  offer  them  for  sale. 

Mother  and  Daughter. 
Mother. 
O  lass,  when  you  first  came  to  the  light, 

A  bonny  wee  hoofi  I  made  ye ; 
Your  limbs  were  so  lissome,  your  face  so  bright. 
You  were  quite  a  dainty  lady. 
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What  a  bride  you'll  make  I  to  myself  I  said, 

With  figure  and  face  so  sunny, 
And  already  I  pictured  you  wooed  and  wed 

By  a  suitor  with  heaps  of  money. 

But  years  they  have  come,  and  have  passed  again, 

And,  alas  !  you  are  left  on  my  hands  still ; 
For  somehow  or  other  the  marrjing  men 

Sweep  by  you,  and  none  of  them  stand  still. 
No  fault  of  yours  !     For  with  one  you  dance. 

And  flirt  it  and  foot  it  sprightly ; 
On  another  you  smile  with  a  coy  kind  glance, 

And  cling  to  his  elbow  tightly. 

Picnic  or  party,  'twas  all  the  same, 
However  we  might  devise  them  ; 
Forfeits,  Third  Man,  no  kind  of  game 

Could  into  an  offer  surprise  them. 
But  all  the  fools  are  let  loose  to-day. 

And  they're  brimming  with  silly  rapture; 
So,  dearest,  your  charms  without  stint  display. 
And  one  of  them  you  may  capture  ! 

{Girl playfellows,  young  and  beautiftil,  join  the 
groups,  and  break  out  into  a  loud  chatter  of 
mutual  confidences.  Fishermen  and  bird- 
catchers  Tvith  nets,  fishing-rods,  limed  twigs, 
and  other  implements  of  their  craft,  enter 
and  mingle  with  the  girls.  Mutual  attempts 
to  attract  attention,  to  catch,  to  escape,  and 
to  holdfast,  give  occasion  for  pleasant  inter- 
change of  talk  and  banter. 

Woodcutters  [enter,  boisterous  and  ungainly). 

Room  !  room  !  give  place  ! 
We  must  have  space  ! 
Trees  we  fell ; 
Down  as  we  tear  them, 
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They  crash  in  the  dust ! 
Off  as  we  bear  them, 
Come  push  and  thrust. 
This  to  our  praise, 
Look,  that  ye  tell ! 
Were  no  rough  men 
To  work  in  the  land, 
Where,  tell  me,  then. 
Would  your  fine  folks  stand  ? 
This  truth,  forget  it  not. 
Stretched  at  your  ease, 
For,  if  we  sweated  not. 
You  all  would  freeze! 

Punch INKLLOS  {wu-'kujard,  almost  silly). 

Fools  are  ye,  hacks, 

Horn  with  bent  backs  I 

We  the  wise,  who 

IJurden  ne'er  knew! 

For,  look  ye,  our  caps. 

Our  jackets  and  flaps. 

We  carry  them  lightly. 

Gaily  and  sprightly — 

We,  ever  idle, 

Saunter  and  sidle, 

Slippers  on  feet. 

Through  market  and  street. 

There  to  stand  gaping, 

Crowing  and  japing ; 

Under  the  hubbub  loud. 

Through  the  tliick  thronging  crowd, 

Kel-like  we  slip  off, 

In  a  mass  trip  oft". 

A  rumpus  to  raise. 

Whether  you  praise, 
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Or  whether  you  blame, 
'Tis  to  us  all  the  same  ! 


Parasites  {iL'ith  a  wheedling  air). 

Ye  porters,  stout  of  thew, 

And  their  own  brothers,  you 

Charcoal  that  burn, 

Are  the  men  for  our  turn. 

For  bowing  and  scraping, 

Assenting  and  smiling, 

Fine  phrases  shaping, 

Obscure  and  beguiling, 

Framed  to  blow  hot 

Or  cold,  or  what  not, 

Just  the  moment  to  please ; 

What  profit  all  these  ? 

Fire  might  be  given 

Straight  out  of  heaven, 

In  volume  enormous  ; 

But  how  would  it  warm  us, 

Had  we  no  billet. 

No  coal-heaps  to  throw 

On  our  fireplace,  and  fill  it 

With  gladdening  glow  ? 

Then  the  steaming  and  roasting. 

The  stewing  and  toasting  ! 

The  real  gourmet. 

The  licker  of  dishes, 

Scents  the  roast  by  the  way, 

And  surmises  the  fishes. 

This  incites  him  to  ply 

A  robust  knife  and  fork 

When  his  host  says,  Come,  try  ! 

And  he  tackles  to  work. 
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Drunken  Man  {in  a  stupor). 

Oh,  this  day  shall  be  happy  beyond  all  measure, 

I  feel  so  jolly  and  free  I 
Songs  to  delight  you,  and  holiday  leisure, 

I  have  brought  you  along  with  me. 
And  that's  why  I  drink  !     Drink,  drink  ! 
Join  glass  to  glass,  boys  !     Clink,  clink  ! 
You  behind  there,  come  out  to  the  light  ! 
Strike  your  glass  upon  mine  I     All  right ! 

My  wife  she  jeered  at  this  coat  of  motley, 
And  railed  as  though  she  my  ears  would  pull ; 

She  fleered  and  sneered,  till  I  felt  it  hotly, 
And  called  me  a  mumming  masking  fool. 

But  I  drink  for  all  that !     Drink,  drink  ! 

Let  every  glass  ring  !     Clink,  clink  ! 

Ye  masking  mummers,  come,  all  unite  ! 

When  the  glasses  go  clink,  all's  right ! 

Never  say  I'm  cracked  !  for  my  boast  is, 
I  know,  when  I  want,  where  to  get  my  fill  ! 

If  my  host  won't  trust  me,  why,  there's  the  hostess ; 
And  if  she  won't  do  it,  the  maiden  will. 

So  I  drink  at  all  times  !     Drink,  drink  ! 

You  fellows  there,  up  !     Clink,  clink  ! 

Join  glass  to  glass  !     Keep  it  up  all  night ! 

Things  now,  I've  a  notion,  are  perfectly  right  ! 

Leave  things  as  they  are !     The  joys  they've  made  me, 
What  better  could  mortal  wish  to  his  hand  ? 

All  right !  let  me  lie  here  where  I  have  laid  me. 
For  now  on  my  legs  I  can  no  more  stand ! 

ClIOKUS. 

Every  good  fellow,  drink,  drink  ! 
Drain  down  your  glasses,  clink,  clink  I 
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To  bench  and  to  board  stick  while  you  are  able ; 

He's  done  for,  that  fellow  there  under  the  table  ! 
[The  Herald  annojinces poets  of  zuirioiis kinds. 
Poets  of  Nature,  Court  and  Ritter  Singers, 
bards  sentimental  and  gushing.  In  the 
throng  of  competitors  no  one  will  allow 
the  other  to  obtain  a  hearittg.  One  of  theni 
throws  out  a  few  words  as  he  slips  past. 

Satirist. 
Know  ye  what  were  the  sweetest  thing 

For  me,  a  poet  among  poets  here? 
This  !     Were  I  free  to  say  and  sing 

What  none  of  them  all  would  wish  to  hear. 

[The  KiGUT  and  Churchy  ARD  Poets  send  apolo- 
gies, because  they  are  just  at  that  moment 
engaged  in  an  interesting  conversation  with 
a  Vainpyre  that  has  made  its  appearance  re- 
cently, out  of  which  a  new  kind  of  poetry 
may  perhaps  be  developed.  The  Herald 
has  to  accept  their  excuses,  and  in  the  mean- 
time summons  the  Greek  Mythology, 
which,  eveft  in  modern  masquerading  cos- 
tume, loses  neither  character  nor  charm. 

The  Graces. 
Aglaia. 
Into  life  we  carry  grace  ! 
In  your  givings  give  it  place. 

Hegemone. 
In  receiving  grace  retain  ! 
Sweet  it  is  a  wish  to  gain. 

EUPHROSYNE. 

And  in  days  of  thoughtful  mood, 
Let  grace  sweeten  gratitude. 
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The  Parc/E. 
Atropos. 

Me,  the  eldest,  have  they  wooed  on, 

Here  anions^  you  all  to  spin  ; 
Much  to  think  of,  much  to  brood  on. 

Lies  life's  fragile  thread  within. 

That  it  may  be  pliant,  tender, 

Flax  the  finest  still  I  choose  ; 
Smooth  to  make  it,  even,  and  slender, 

I  shall  deftest  fingers  use. 

Should  the  dance's  joyous  eddies 

Pulses  all  too  quick  awake, 
Think,  how  very-  frail  this  thread  is. 

And  be  wary  I     It  may  break. 

Clotho. 

Know,  of  late  years  they  confided 

Unto  me  the  shears  of  dread  ; 
For  the  way  our  elder  plied  it 

Had  its  power  discredited. 

Spinnings  worthless  quite,  she  bore  them 
Through  long  years  of  life  and  bloom  ; 

Threads  of  promise  rare,  she  shore  them. 
Hurried  to  a  timeless  tomb! 

I  myself  made  many  a  blunder 
In  my  young  and  headstrong  years  ; 

Now  to  keep  my  rashness  under. 
In  its  sheath  I  keep  the  shears. 

Gladly  then  my  hands  I  fetter ; 

Kindly  I  your  s|)orts  survey; 
In  these  hours  of  ease  what  better. 

Than  give  mirth  its  fullest  play.-* 
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Lachesis. 


To  me,  whose  judgment  wavers  never, 

Was  the  task  of  order  given  ; 
So  my  spindle,  circling  ever. 

Never  has  been  over-driven. 

Threads  around  and  round  it  playing, 

I  to  each  its  path  assign, 
None  I  suffer  to  go  straying, 

All  into  the  ball  I  twine. 

Could  I  pause,  myself  forgetting. 
For  the  world  my  heart  would  ache  ; 

Days  and  years  sink  to  their  setting, 
She  that  weaves  the  skein  will  take. 

Herald. 

These  that  are  coming  now,  you  will  not  know, 
How  versed  soe'er  in  ancient  lore  ye  be  ; 

Gazing  on  these,  who  work  such  worlds  of  woe. 

Guests  you  would  think  them,  men  were  glad  to  see. 

The  Furies  they;  none  will  believe  us;  kind. 
Of  comely  presence,  fair  withal,  and  young  : 

But  fall  into  their  hands,  and  you  will  find. 
How  serpent-cruelly  these  doves  have  stung! 

Crafty  they  are,  'tis  true  ;  but  nowadays, 
When  every  fool  for  failings  craves  renown. 

Even  they,  not  coveting,  as  angels,  praise. 

Own  they're  the  plagues  of  country  and  of  town. 

Alecto. 

What  boots  such  talk  ?    You'll  trust  us  all  the  same  : 
For  we  are  pretty,  young,  sweet  coaxing  dears  ; 

If  you've  a  swain  has  set  your  heart  aflame, 
We'll  go  on  pouring  flattery  in  his  ears. 
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Till  we  dare  tell  him,  eye  to  eye,  his  fair 
Has  smiles  for  other  men  as  well  as  him, — 

That,  if  he's  pledged  his  troth,  he'd  best  beware, 
For  she's  a  fool,  crook-backed,  and  halt  of  limb. 

And  we  can  make  the  lady  wretched  too ; 

Some  weeks  ago  her  friend  said  slighting  things 
Of  her  to  some  one  else.     They  may,  'tis  true. 

Be  reconciled ;  still  we  have  left  our  stings. 

Meg.kra. 

That's  but  a  joke  !     I  wait  till  they  are  wed, 

Then  set  to  work,  and  poison — such  my  powers — 

Bliss,  when  it  seems  more  surely  perfected  ; 
Men,  they  are  changeful  as  the  changing  hours. 

Let  what  he  yearned  for  once  be  won,  all's  o'er, 
His  rapture  cools,  the  prize  its  charm  has  lost ; 

For  something  else  he  madly  yearns  still  more, 
Flies  from  the  sun,  and  seeks  to  warm  the  frost. 

Asmodi  here  I  bring,  my  henchman  true; 

Well  does  he  work  my  will  in  such  affairs, 
Mischief  broadcast  at  the  right  time  to  strew, 

And  so  destroy  the  human  race  in  pairs. 

TiSIPHONE. 

Poison,  dagger,  not  backbiting, 
Mix  I,  whet  I,  for  the  traitor; 
Lov'st  thou  others,  sooner,  later, 
Shalt  thou  feel  destruction  smiting. 

Turn  to  gall  and  wormwood  must 
What  in  sweetness  was  abounding  ; 
Here  no  bargaining,  no  compounding  ! 
Suffer  as  ye  wrought !     'Tis  just  I 
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Let  none  say,  "  Forgive,  forgive  !  " 
To  the  rocks  my  plaint  I  bring. 
■  Hark!  "Revenge!"  the  echoes  ring; 
Who  betrays,  he  shall  not  live  ! 

Herald. 

Please,  step  a  little  back,  you  there  behind ; 
For  what  comes  next  is  of  no  common  kind. 
Onward  a  mountain  works  its  way,  you  see, 
Swathed  on  its  flanks  in  gorgeous  tapestry. 
Long  tusks,  a  snake-like  snout,  its  head  are  on ; 
A  mystery  !     But  I'll  show  the  key  anon. 
Gracefully  on  its  neck  a  fair  girl  rides. 
And  with  a  slender  staff  its  movements  guides  ; 
Another  stands  above,  of  stately  height. 
Begirt  with  radiance  dazzling  to  the  sight. 
Two  noble  dames  walk,  chained,  on  either  side, 
One  blithe  and  bright,  one  sad  and  sober-eyed ; 
One  yearns  to  be,  one  feels  that  she  is,  free. 
Let  each  of  these  declare,  who,  what  is  she. 

Fear. 

Through  this  revel  wild  the  light 
Of  lamps  and  torches  flares  around  ; 

Traitor  faces  throng  my  sight, 

And  I,  alas  !  in  chains  am  bound. 

Hence,  ye  laughers,  brainless,  loud, 
From  your  grins  I  shrink  in  fear; 

All  that  mean  me  mischief  crowd 
Close  to-night  around  me  here. 

Here  a  friend  has  grown  a  foe  ; 

Read  him  through  his  mask  I  may: 
There  is  one  would  kill  me  ;  lo  ! 

Now,  found  out,  he  slinks  away  ! 
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Ah,  how  gladly  would  I  fly 

Through  the  wide  world  anywhere  ! 

But  destruction  dogs  me — I 

Hang  'twixl  darkness  and  despair. 

Hope. 

Hail,  beloved  sisters,  hail  1 

If  these  mumming  sports  prevail 

Here  to-night,  as  yester-e'en. 

Yet  to-morrow,  well  I  ween. 

You  will  doff  your  masking  gear. 

If  we  find  no  special  pleasure 

In  the  torches'  flare,  we  shall 

Anon  in  days  of  sunny  leisure. 

And  with  none  to  thwart  us  near,  \ 

Now  with  others,  now  alone, 

Roam  at  will,  by  waters  clear, 

Meads  with  bright  flowers  overgrown. 

Living  lives  exempt  from  care. 

With  nor  want  nor  idlesse  there. 

Welcome  guests  where'er  we  go, 

In  we  pass  with  easy  mind  ; 

For  the  best  of  cheer,  we  know, 

Somewhere  we  are  sure  to  find. 

Prudence. 

Two  of  men's  worst  foes  are  these  ; 

In  chains  I  hold  them — Hope  and  Fear — 
From  the  crowd  they  else  would  seize. 

You  are  saved.     A  pathway  clear  ! 

I  this  live  Colossus  lead  ; 

Though  a  tower  is  on  his  back, 
Unfaligued,  with  steady  speed, 

See,  he  climbs  the  steepest  track  ! 
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But  upon  its  summit,  lo  ! 

A  goddess,  with  wings  swift  and  wide 
Waving  lightly  to  and  fro, 

As  she  turns  to  every  side  ! 

Light  plays  round  her,  pure  and  glorious, 
Sheds  afar  a  wondrous  sheen  ; 

Victory  is  her  name — victorious 

Goddess  of  great  deeds,  and  queen  ! 

Zoilo-Thersites. 

Ugh  !  ugh  !     I  come,  though  no  one  call : 
Fools  that  you  are,  I  chide  you  all ; 
But  what  I  chiefly  will  not  spare 
Is  Madam  Victory  up  there  ! 
.  With  her  white  wings,  she  fancies,  she 
An  eagle  at  the  least  must  be. 
And  that,  where'er  she  looks  or  stirs, 
Country  and  people  both  are  hers. 
But  let  some  field  of  fame  be  won. 
And  straight  my  fighting  gear  I  don. 
When  high  turns  low,  and  low  turns  highj 
The  crooked  straight,  the  straight  awry — 
Then,  only  then,  I  feel  aglow ; 
All  through  the  globe  I'd  have  things  so. 

Herald. 

Then,  thou  vile  cur,  the  swashing  blow 

Of  my  good  staff  on  thee  I  lay  ! 

Now  crawl  and  wriggle  as  you  may  ! 

How  quickly  has  the  dwarfish  elf 

Up  in  a  bundle  rolled  himself! 

The  ball  becomes  an  tgg  ! — oh  wonder  I — 

Puffs  itself  out,  and  bursts  asunder! 

Out  comes  a  strange  twin-growth  quite  pat, 

An  adder  one,  and  one  a  bat. 
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One  crawls  off  in  the  dust ;  his  brother 
Up  to  the  roof  flies  like  a  bird: 
Outside  they'll  shortly  join  each  other, 
There  I've  no  wish  to  make  a  third. 

MUR.MLRS. 

Come  on  I     They're  dancinj^  there  behind. 

No  !     To  be  off  I  have  a  mind. 

Do  you  not  feel,  how  all  about 

Us  flits  the  jjhost  and  goblin  rout  ? 

Now  they  go  swish  above  my  hair — 

About  my  feet  I  feel  them  there  I 

None  have  been  hurt  in  flesh  or  bone, 

But  all  are  into  panic  thrown. 

The  sport  is  wholly  spoiled  ;  but  this 

Was  what  these  monsters  wished,  I  wis. 

HtRALD. 

Since  unto  me  the  Herald's  task 
Has  been  intrusted  for  our  mask, 
I  watch  the  door  with  anxious  care, 
Lest  aught  amiss  should  unaware 
Into  our  festive  circle  steal. 
No  terror  for  myself  I  feel, 
But  much  I  fear,  the  airy  crew 
Of  ghosts  may  slip  the  windows  through  ; 
Nor  could  I,  if  with  you  they  mix, 
Protect  you  from  their  wizard  tricks. 
The  dwarf  looked  ominous  to  begin, 
And  now  a  swarm  comes  pouring  in. 
What  every  figure  means,  am  I 
In  duty  bound  to  signify; 
But  how  may  I  expound  to  you 
What  is  to  me  a  mystery  too.-* 
To  clear  things  up,  assist  me  all  ! 
What's  this,  winds  yonder  through  the  hall.'' 
PARI    II.  c 
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A  gorgeous  chariot  sweeps  along, 
Drawn  by  a  team  of  four-in-hand  ; 
And  yet  it  does  not  part  the  throng — 
I  see  no  crowd  about  it  stand. 
Far  off  with  many-coloured  beams 
It  shines,  while  flitting  round  it  gleams 
The  light  of  many  a  starry  zone, 
As  from  a  magic-lantern  thrown. 
On,  on,  it  snorts  with  giant  force  ! 
Room  there  I     I  shudder  ! 

Boy-Charioteer. 

Stay  your  course  ! 
Ye  coursers,  fold  your  wings  !     Obey 
The  bridle's  well-accustomed  sway. 
Rein  in  yourselves,  whilst  you  I  rein ; 
When  I  incite,  dash  on  amain. 
Unto  these  halls  due  honour  show. 
Look  how  the  people,  row  on  row, 
Keep  gathering  round  with  wondering  eyes  ! 
Speak,  herald,  speak,  in  proper  wise, 
Before  we  go,  our  name  to  tell, 
And  who  and  what  we  are  as  well  ; 
For  we  are  allegories — so 
Us  you  are  clearly  bound  to  know  ! 

Herald. 

Name  you  I  cannot.     Easier  far 
It  were  to  paint  you  as  you  are. 

Boy-Charioteer. 
Essay  it  then. 

Herald. 

That  you  are  fair 
And  young  withal,  one  must  declare ; 
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A  boy  half-grown  ;  yet  women  fain 
Would  see  you  fully  grown.     'Tis  plain. 
You'll  prove  in  time  a  pretty  rake, 
And  with  the  sex  rare  havoc  make. 

Boy-Charioteer. 

Not  badly  said.     Proceed  !  and  see. 
If  of  the  riddle  you  can  find  the  key. 

Herald. 

Dark  flashing  eyes,  locks  black  as  night,  and  there 
A  jewelled  circlet  'mid  the  blackness  glowing  ; 
A  robe  that  falls  in  graceful  folds  you  wear, 
Down  from  the  shoulders  to  the  buskins  flowing. 
With  purple  hem,  and  fringe  of  tissue  rare. 
Rail  at  you  for  a  girl  one  fairly  might ; 
Yet  even  now,  for  weal  or  woe,  you'd  be 
For  girls  themselves  an  object  of  delight ; 
They'd  give  you  lessons  in  love's  A  B  C. 

Boy-Charioteer. 

And  he,  this  stately  form,  that  gleams 
Enthroned  this  car  of  mine  within  ? 

Herald. 

A  very  king,  rich,  mild,  he  seems, 
Whose  grace  it  were  rare  luck  to  win. 
Nought's  left  for  him  to  wish  for  here ; 
Quick  to  descr)-,  where  aught  is  wanting. 
Wealth,  state,  to  him  are  far  less  dear 
Than  the  pure  joy  of  giving,  granting. 

Moy-Charioteer. 

To  stop  with  this  will  not  avail ; 
You  must  describe  in  more  detail. 
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Herald. 

What's  worthiest  words  never  drew. 
But  the  broad  healthy  visage,  fine 
Full  mouth,  the  cheeks  of  ruddy  hue, 
That  'neath  the  jewelled  turban  shine. 
His  flowing  vestments'  rich  array, — 
What  of  his  bearing  shall  I  say? 
In  him  one  used  to  rule  I  see. 

Boy-Charioteer. 

Plutus,  the  God  of  Wealth,  is  he. 
He  comes  himself  in  regal  state  ; 
The  Emperor's  need  of  him  is  great. 

Herald. 
Now  of  yourself  the  What  and  How  proclaim  ! 

Boy-Charioteer. 

I  am  Profusion,  Poesy  my  name ! 

The  poet  I,  who  works  to  noblest  ends, 

When  his  best  wealth  he  most  profusely  spends. 

Rich  beyond  measure,  too,  I  am ;  and  dare 

Myself  in  this  with  Plutus  to  compare. 

To  dance  and  revel  I  give  charm  and  soul, 

And  what  he  lacks,  dispense  without  control. 

Herald. 

This  vaunt  becomes  you  well ;  but  we 
Some  of  these  arts  of  yours  would  see. 

Boy-Charioteer. 

I  snap  my  fingers  !    There  !    And  lo  ! 
Around  the  car  what  gleam  and  glow  ! 
Out  leaps  a  string  of  pearls  ! 

[Goes  on  snapping  his  fijtgers. 
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And  here 
Are  golden  clasps  for  throat  and  ear  I 
Combs,  too,  and  heaps  of  diadems, 
And  rings  ablaze  with  rarest  gems  ! 
Small  flames,  too,  here  and  there  I  scatter ; 
Kindle  or  not,  is  no  great  matter. 

Herald. 

How  these  good  people  snatch  and  rush  I 

The  giver's  self  they  almost  crush. 

'Tis  like  a  dream,  the  way  gems  fly 

Off  from  his  fingers,  far  and  nigh. 

But  lo  !  another  juggling  sleight ! 

A  sorry  profit  gets  the  wight 

From  what  so  eagerly  he  clutched ; 

The  gift  slips  off  as  soon  as  touched  ! 

The  pearls  unstring  themselves,  and  all 

About  his  hand  cockchafers  crawl, 

He  shakes  them  off,  poor  fool,  and  straight 

They  buzz  and  flutter  round  his  pate. 

What  others  thought  a  solid  prize 

Turns  into  flighty  butterflies. 

Vox  all  his  promises  so  fine, 

The  knave  gives  only  golden  shine  ! 

BOY-CllAKIOTKKR. 

Masks,  I  observe,  you  indicate  full  well, 
But  to  proclaim  what  lives  within  the  shell 
Is  no  part  of  a  herald's  courtly  task  ; 
That  doth  a  keener  insight  ask. 
But  wrangle  I  abhor;  my  lord,  and  king. 
To  thee  I  turn  my  speech  and  questioning. 

[Turning  to  Plutus. 
Didst  not  to  me,  their  course  to  guide, 
This  fourfold  fiery  team  confide? 
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Drive  I  not  well,  thou  standing  o'er  me? 

Do  I  not  reach  the  goals  thou  set'st  before  me? 

Have  I  not  known,  with  daring  sweep 

The  palm  for  thee  to  win  and  keep? 

Often  for  thee  as  I  have  fought. 

When  have  I  ever  failed  ?     And  now, 

If  the  proud  laurel  decks  thy  brow. 

Have  not  my  brain  and  hand  the  chaplet  wrought? 

Plutus. 
If  need  there  be  that  I  my  tribute  pay, 
"  Soul  of  my  soul  art  thou  !  "  I  gladly  say. 
Thy  acts  are  echoes  of  my  mind  and  heart; 
Far,  far  more  wealthy  than  myself  thou  art. 
As  guerdon  for  thy  services,  I  rate 
The  bays  more  high  than  all  my  crowns  of  state. 
Then  hear  me  all  aloud  declare  my  mind, 
"  My  darling  son,  in  thee  great  joy  I  find!  " 

Boy-Charioteer  {to  the  crowd). 

The  greatest  gifts  my  hand  shakes  out ; 
See  !  I  have  sent  them  all  about. 
On  this,  and  now  on  yonder  head 
A  flamelet  glows,  which  I  have  shed  ; 
From  one  it  to  another  leaps. 
Slips  off  from  this,  by  that  it  keeps; 
Now  here  and  there  it  shoots  on  high, 
And  flames  with  short-lived  brilliancy, 
But,  with  the  most,  burns  sad  and  low, 
And  then  goes  out  before  they  know. 

Chatter  of  Women. 
The  man,  up  yonder  on  his  feet, 
Beyond  all  question  is  a  cheat. 
Crouching  behind  is  Hanswurst,  so 
By  thirst  and  hunger  wasted  low, 
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As  never  Hanswurst  was  before. 
Pinch  him,  he  will  not  feel  it  sore. 

The  Starveling. 

.A vaunt,  ye  odious  womenkind  I 

I  know  I'm  never  to  your  mind. 

Whilst  dames  their  households  overhauled, 

Then  I  was  Avaritia  called  : 

Then  flourished  in  our  homes  content, 

For  much  came  in,  out  nothing  went ! 

My  care  was  all  for  chest  and  bin  : 

Folks  tell  us  now,  this  was  a  sin  I 

But  as  the  wife  in  these  last  days 

Has  quite  given  up  those  saving  ways, 

And,  as  all  evil  payers  are. 

Has  more  desires  than  cash  by  far, 

Her  husband  has  a  deal  to  bear; 

Debts  crowd  upon  him  everjwhere. 

All  that  she  earns  by  spinning  goes 

In  treating  swains,  or  in  tine  clothes; 

Richly  she  feeds,  drinks  largely  too 

With  paramours,  a  baneful  crew. 

So  on  gold's  charms  I  fondlier  feed  ; 

.And  now,  turned  masculine,  I  am  Greed. 

Leader  of  the  Women. 

Dragon  with  dragon  may  pinch  and  spare  ; 
This  is  all  lying  juggling  stuff! 
He  comes  to  rouse  the  men,  and  they're 
Already  troublesome  enough. 

Womi:n  {en  viassc-). 

The  scarecrow  I     Box  his  ears  !     What,  dare 
To  threaten  us  !     As  if  he  could 
Grown  women  with  his  rubbish  scare  ! 
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The  dragons  are  but  paste  and  wood  : 
Come,  let's  go  at  him,  squeeze  and  tear  ! 

Herald. 

Now,  by  my  staff!  keep  order  there  ! 

Yet  for  my  help  there  scarce  is  need  ; 

See  how  the  monsters  grim  unfurl — 

As  swift  the  flying  crowds  recede  — 

Great  wings,  that  round  them  wave  and  swirl ! 

The  dragons  snort,  and  gnash  in  ire 

Their  scaly  jaws,  out-belching  fire  : 

The  crowd  has  fled,  the  place  is  clear. 

[Plutus  desce7ids  from  the  chariot. 
How  kingly  all  his  movements  are  ! 
The  dragons  at  his  nod  draw  near ; 
They  lift  the  coffer  from  the  car. 
And  Gold  and  Greed  on  it  appear. 
There  at  his  feet  it  stands  ;  but  how 
The  thing  was  done,  I  marvel  now. 

Plutus  {to  the  Charioteer). 

Now  from  the  charge,  that  all  too  heavy  lay 

On  thee,  thou'rt  free  :  to  thine  own  sphere  away  ! 

Here  it  is  not ;  wild,  tawdry,  full  of  din, 

Is  the  fantastic  world  here  hems  us  in. 

Only  where  thou  through  clear  untroubled  air 

Look'st  with  untroubled  eye — there,  only  there, 

Where  nought  delights  thee  but  the  good,  the  fair. 

Art  thou  thyself,  canst  move  with  soul  elate. 

To  solitude  then  go  I    There  thine  own  world  create  ! 

Bov-Charioteer. 
So  as  an  envoy  still  myself  I  prize. 
Charged  with  a  noble  mission  from  above ; 
So  thee,  as  bound  to  me  by  nearest  ties 
Of  kindred  and  of  sympathy,  I  love. 
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Where  thou  art,  there  is  plenty;  and  where  I, 
All  feel  their  souls  enriched,  their  pulse  beat  high. 
Ofttime  from  side  to  side  men's  thoughts  incline ; 
Shall  they  to  thee  or  me  themselves  resign? 
Thy  votaries  may  in  idlesse  rest,  'tis  true, 
But  mine  have  always  endless  work  to  do. 
Nor  may  I  work  in  secret  and  in  shade  ; 
Let  me  but  breathe,  at  once  I  am  betrayed. 
Farewell  I     Thou  grantest  what  is  bliss  to  me ; 
But  back  again  I  at  a  word  will  be. 

\Exit  as  he  came. 
Pli'tus. 

Now  it  is  time  to  set  the  treasures  free. 
With  the  Herald's  rod  I  strike  the  bolts,  and  lo  ! 
The  chest  flies  open  !     In  steel  caldrons,  see. 
Red  golden  blood  heaves,  bubbling,  to  and  fro  ! 
Hard  by  are  ornaments,  ring,  chain,  and  crown  ; 
It  swells  as  'twould  engulph  and  melt  them  down. 

Alternating  Excl.amations  of  the  Crov/d. 
See  here  !  see  there  !     How  treasures  brim  ! 
The  chest  is  full  up  to  the  rim  ! 
\'essels  of  gold  melt  down,  and  whole 
Rouleau.K  of  gold  by  dozens  roll. 
Ducats  leap  out,  new-minted,  bright — 
Oh,  how  my  heart  leaps  at  the  sight  ! 
All  it  desired  I  see,  and  more; 
There  they  go  sprawling  on  the  floor  I 
They're  offered  you.     Quick  I     On  them  swoop  ! 
If  you'd  be  rich,  you've  but  to  stoop. 
We,  quick  as  lightning,  shall  the  great 
Chest  to  ourselves  appropriate. 

Herald. 
What  would  ye,  fools  ?    Are  you  possessed  ? 
'Tis  but  a  masquerading  jest : 
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To-night  we  looked  for  nothing  more. 
'rhini<  you,  we'd  give  you  gold  galore? 
Why  truly,  on  occasions  such 
Counters  for  you  are  quite  too  much. 
Blockheads  !  with  you  a  (|uaint  device 
Orows  fact  substantial  in  a  trice. 
What's  fact  to  you, — you,  always  fain 
To  flounder  in  delusions  vain  ? 

0  Mutus,  send  this  rabble  rout, 

1  pray  thee,  to  the  right  about ! 

I'l.urus. 
Handy  for  that  your  sl;dT  would  be; 
For  some  few  moments  lend  it  me. 
I  dip  it  in  the  red  heat;  there  ! 
And  now,  ye  maskers,  have  a  care  ! 
What  sparkling,  sputtering,  in  the  pot ! 
The  staff's  already  fiery  hot. 
Whoever  comes  too  near  shall  be 
.Scorched  by  it  quite  remorselessly, 
Look  out !     Now  is  my  round  begun  ! 

Ckiics  and  Tumult. 

Oh  woe  !  oh  woe  I  we're  all  undone  I 
Let  him  escape,  escape  who  may. 
You  there  behind,  back,  back,  I  say! 
Hot  sparks  fly  out  into  my  face. 
On  me  the  redhot  staff  falls  heavy: 
We're  all  and  each  in  piteous  case  I 
IJack,  back,  ye  mas(|uerading  bevy! 
IJack,  back  !     'Tis  madness  to  come  nigh  ! 
Oh,  had  I  wings,  away  I'd  fly! 

I'l.UTUS. 

Uack  has  the  surging  throng  been  thrust ; 
And  no  one  has  been  hurt,  1  trust. 
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In  sheer  dismay 

The  crowd  give  way  : 

Still,  as  a  guarantee  for  order,  we 

Will  draw  a  circle  none  can  see. 

Herald. 

Twas  nobly  done  !     A  power  so  sage 
As  thine  must  my  best  thanks  engage. 

Plutus. 
.Still,  friend,  be  patient.     There  will  be 
Tumult  in  plenty  presently. 

Greed. 

A  man  may  round  him  here  with  pleasure  glance, 

If  meetings  of  tliis  kind  his  fancy  suit, 

For  women  always  are  well  in  advance. 

When  there  be  shows  or  junketings  on  foot. 

I'm  not  yet  quite  used  up,  not  quite  pumped  dry; 

I  like  a  pretty  woman  with  the  best ; 

And,  as  to-night  it  costs  me  nothing,  I 

Will  go  a-wooing  with  especial  zest. 

Yet  as,  in  such  a  crowd  as  we  have  here. 

All  that  one  says  may  fail  to  reach  the  ear, 

I'll  try,  and,  as  I  hope  too,  with  success, 

In  pantomime  my  meaning  to  express. 

Hand,  foot,  and  gesture  will  not  do  alone. 

So  I  must  try  some  cantrip  of  my  own. 

I'll  treat  the  gold  as  though  'twere  moistened  clay. 

For  we  may  turn  this  metal  any  way. 

Herald. 

The  meagre  fool,  what  is  he  at.-* 
Humour  in  a  scarecrow  like  that ! 
The  gold,  he  kneads  it  into  dough  ; 
.Soft  'neath  his  fingers  it  doth  grow, 
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But,  squeeze  and  turn  it  how  he  will, 
The  mass  remains  quite  shapeless  still. 
He  to  the  women  turns,  but  they 
All  scream,  and  try  to  get  away. 
And  show  he'll  ne'er  be  in  their  books. 
There's  mischief  in  the  rascal's  looks. 
I  fear,  his  lickerish  tooth  he'll  sate, 
Though  he  decorum  violate. 
Not  to  speak  out  were  sore  offence  ; 
Give  me  my  staff  to  drive  him  hence  ! 

Plutus. 

He  dreams  not  of  what  coming  dangers  loom. 
Let  him  pursue  his  pranks  a  little  longer  ; 
For  his  mad  capers  there  will  be  no  room  ; 
Though  law  be  strong,  necessity  is  stronger. 

\^Enter  Fmms,  Satyrs,  Nymphs,  &^c.,  in  at  fen  d- 
ance  upon  Pa?i,  and  heralding  his  approach. 

Tumult  and  Song. 

From  mountain-height  and  forest-dell 
The  savage  crew  with  shout  and  yell 
Sweep  on,  and  stay  them  no  one  can  ; 
They  celebrate  their  mighty  Pan. 
They  know  what  none  else  know,  and  fling 
Themseh-es  into  the  vacant  ring. 

Plutus. 
You  and  your  mighty  Pan,  I  know  you  well, 
How  bold  the  step  you've  taken  here  can  tell : 
Full  well  I  know  what's  known  to  none  beside. 
So  throw  our  narrow  bounds  here  open  wide. 
Good  luck  attend  you,  even  to  overflowing! 
Great  marvels  may  anon  befall. 
They  know  not  whither  they  are  going; 
They  have  not  looked  ahead  at  all. 
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Wild  Song. 
Ye  butterflies,  with  fjewgaws  decked, 
A  rough  and  rugged  hand  expect. 
With  leaps  and  bounds  they  come  apace, 
A  stalwart  and  a  sturdy  race. 

Fauns. 
We  are  Fauns,  and  we 
Dance  merrily  ; 
Oak-wreaths  we  wear 
In  our  crisped  hair, 
And  out  from  our  curly  head  an  ear, 
Sharpened  to  finest  point,  doth  peer; 
Our  noses  are  stumpy,  our  faces  flat. 
But  we  lose  not  woman's  goodwill  for  that ; 
The  fairest  she,  if  a  Faun  advance 
His  paw,  will  scarcely  refuse  to  dance. 

Satyr. 
The  Satyr  next  comes  bounding  in, 
With  hoof  of  goat  and  wizened  shin — 
Both  sinewy,  of  course,  and  thin  ! 
To  gaze  around  from  mountain-heights. 
Like  the  wild  chamois,  him  delights. 
There  in  the  free  air  bounding  wild. 
He  views  with  scorn  man,  woman,  child, 
Who,  'mid  the  low  vales'  smoke  and  steam. 
Deem  fondly  they  are  living  too ; 
Whilst  he,  unfettered  and  supreme, 
Reigns  sole  that  upper  region  through. 

Gnomhs. 
A  pigmy  troop  comes  tripping  now. 
Not  two  by  two,  but  anyhow; 
In  mossy  garb,  with  lamplets  lit, 
Swiftly  they  each  through  other  flit. 
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Each  working-  for  himself,  and  so 

They  swarm  like  fire-flies  to  and  fro — 

Now  here,  now  there,  and  all  intent 

Upon  the  task  whereto  they're  bent. 

To  the  "  Good  People"  near  related, 

As  rock-chirurgeons  celebrated, 

We  cap  the  lofty  hills,  we  drain 

The  ore  from  every  teeming  vein  ; 

"  Good  luck  !"  as  greeting  cheers  us,  while 

The  metals  up  in  heaps  we  pile. 

'Tis  all  meant  for  a  worthy  end. 

All  truly  good  men  we  befriend  ; 

Yet  gold  we  to  the  light  reveal, 

That  men  may  pimp  with  it  and  steal. 

And  steel  to  tyrants  proud  be  lent, 

Who  are  on  wholesale  murder  bent. 

These  three  commandments  who  shall  slight. 

Of  all  the  rest  makes  very  light. 

But  this  is  not  our  fault ;  so  you 

Should  have,  like  us,  forbearance  too. 

Giants. 

The  Wild  Men  we  are  called,  and  strang^e 
To  none  who  know  the  Harzberg  range ; 
Of  giant  bulk,  unclad,  and  strong 
As  men  of  yore,  we  tramp  along, 
A  pine-tree  stem  in  our  right  hand. 
Around  our  loins  a  padded  band. 
With  leaf  and  bough  for  apron  barred  ; 
The  Pope  has  no  such  body-guard. 

Chorus  of  Nymphs. 

{They  surround  the  great  Pan.) 

He  too  comes  here  ! 
All  unto  man 
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In  this  earth's  sphere 

Is  imaged  clear 

In  mighty  Pan. 
Ye  merriest  of  heart,  advance, 
And  round  him  wheel  in  joyous  dance; 
For,  being  grave,  but  also  good, 
He'd  have  men  be  of  cheerful  mood. 
Even  'neath  the  azure-vaulted  sky 
He  watches  with  unsleeping  eye  : 
But  brooks  for  him  low  murmurs  keep. 
And  soft  winds  cradle  him  to  sleep, 
And,  when  at  noon  he  'gins  to  drowse,  . 
Stirs  not  a  leaf  upon  the  boughs  ; 
Plants,  breathing  health  from  fairest  blooms, 
On  the  hushed  air  exhale  perfumes  ; 
The  Nymph  disports  no  more,  but,  where 
She  stood,  drops  off  in  slumber  there. 
But  if,  by  sudden  anger  stirred, 
His  voice,  his  mighty  voice,  is  heard 
Like  thunder,  or  wild  ocean's  swell, 
Which  way  to  fly,  no  man  can  tell ; 
Brave  hosts  are  scattered  in  dismay. 
And  heroes  quail  in  mid  meU'c, 
Then  honour  give  where  honour's  due  ; 
Hail  him  who  led  us  here  to  you  ! 

Deputation  of  Gnomes. 
(To  the  Great  Pan:) 

Where  rich  ore  lies,  and,  brightly  shining, 
Through  rocky  fissures  thread-like  steals. 

The  rod  alone,  by  its  divining. 
The  labyrinthine  maze  reveals. 

In  troglodytic  fashion  now 
Our  home  in  sunless  caves  we  make. 
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And  in  the  sunshine  pure  dost  thou 
Deal  treasures  forth  for  us  to  tatce. 

Hard  by  to  us  has  been  revealed 

A  vein  of  wondrous  breadth  and  scope, 

Which  promises  with  ease  to  yield 
What  to  attain  we  scarce  might  hope. 

To  make  it  sure  thou  hast  the  power — 
Then  subject  it  to  thy  commands; 

To  all  mankind  a  priceless  dower 
Grows  every  treasure  in  thy  hands. 

Plutus  {to  the  Herald). 

All  base  misgivings  we  must  cast  away, 
And  with  composure  meet  come  what  come  may. 
Erst  thou  hast  shown  a  firm  courageous  soul. 
But  something  terrible  will  soon  fall  out, 
That  present  time  and  after-time  will  doubt; 
So  write  it  duly  in  thy  protocol. 

Herald. 
{Grasping  the  staff,  which  Plutus  holds  iti  his  hand.) 
The  dwarfs  lead  great  Pan  soft  and  slow 
To  where  the  fount  of  fire  doth  glow ; 
It  seethes  up  from  the  abyss  below, 
Then  down  to  depths  unseen  sinks  back, 
And  grim  the  wide  mouth  stands  and  black. 
Again  fierce  flames  flash  out  on  high — 
The  great  Pan  stands  complacent  by, 
Joying  to  see  such  wondrous  sight — 
And  pearl-foam  sparkles  left  and  right. 
How  can  he  trust  himself  so  near.-" 
He  stoops,  into  the  chasm  to  peer — 
And  now  his  beard  falls  in  :  and  he, 
With  chin  so  smooth,  who  may  he  be? 
His  hand  conceals  his  face  from  view. 
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Now  doth  a  great  mishap  ensue. 
The  beard  takes  fire,  flies  back  again, 
And  wreath,  head,  breast,  all  blaze  up  too ; 
So  joy  is  turned  to  fear  and  pain  I 
The  crowd  rush  to  his  aid,  but  none 
Escapes  the  spreading  flames,  not  one; 
And,  as  they  flash  and  dart  about, 
Fresh  fire  on  ever)-  hand  breaks  out ; 
While,  netted  in  the  burning  maze, 
A  troop  of  maskers  is  ablaze. 
But  hark  I  a  cry,  that  scatters  fear 
From  mouth  to  mouth,  from  ear  to  ear ! 
O  night,  with  endless  sorrow  fraught, 
On  us  what  anguish  hast  thou  brought ! 
To-morrow's  dawn  will  tidings  bring, 
That  every  heart  with  grief  shall  wring 
Still  from  all  sides  I  hear  the  cry, 
"  The  Emperor  is  in  agony  !  " 
Too  true,  alas  !  the  news  unmeet ! 
The  Emperor's  burning,  and  his  suite. 
Accursed  be  they  beguiled  him,  wound 
With  leaves  and  resinous  branches  round. 
In  roistering  guise  to  brawl  it  here. 
And  spread  disaster  far  and  near  ! 
O  youth,  youth,  wilt  thou  never  draw 
Around  thy  joys  a  prudent  line.' 

0  greatness,  wilt  thou  ne'er  with  law 
And  reason  boundless  power  combine? 
Now  to  the  wood  the  flames  have  spread. 
Their  forkCrd  tongues  shoot  high  o'erhead. 
And  round  the  wooden  rafters  play  ; 
Nought  can  the  conflagration  stay! 
Brimmed  is  the  measure  of  our  grief; 

1  know  not  who  may  bring  relief. 
Imperial  splendour,  rich  and  bright, 
Sinks  down  to  ashes  in  a  night. 

PAKT    II.  D 
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Plutus. 

Enough  of  terror  and  dismay! 

Now  let  help  come  into  plav. 

Strike,  staff  of  power,  until  the  ground 

Quake  and  reverberate  the  sound ! 

Thou  wide  and  mantling  air,  fill  full 

Thyself  with  breezes  blowing  cool ! 

Teeming  streaks  of  vaporous  mist, 

Come,  and  round  us  coil  and  twist; 

Close  the  fiery  ferment  over! 

Cloudlets,  drizzling,  dropping,  drenching. 

Dew-distilling,  gently  hov'er. 

Everywhere  the  danger  quenching. 

Turning  by  your  soothing  might 

Flames  now  laden  with  affright. 

Into  harmless  rosy  light! 

When  spirits  threaten  us  with  ill, 

'Tis  time  to  use  our  magic  skill. 


SCENE  IV. — Pleasure -Garden.     Morning  Sun. 

The  Emperor,  his  Court,  male  and  fonale.  Faust, 
Mephistopheles,  dressed  quietly  and  becomingly  in 
the  prevailing  fasliion.     Both  kneel. 

Faust. 
Dost  thou  forgive  our  trick,  sir,  with  the  fire  ? 

Emperor  {beckoning  to  him  to  rise). 

Such  jests,  and  many  too,  I  much  desire. 
Sudden  I  found  me  in  a  sphere  of  flame  ; 
Pluto  himself,  methought,  I  then  became. 
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Girt  by  thick  night  a  cavern  round  me  la\-, 
Red-hot  with  fire.     From  many  a  chasm  and  bay 
Wild  whirling  flames  by  myriads  ascended, 
And  in  an  arching  vault  their  flashing  blended. 
Up  to  the  topmost  dome  they  rose,  and  crossed, 
For  ever  kindling  and  for  ever  lost. 
Far  far  along,  'midst  columns  all  aglow, 
I  saw  long  lines  of  people  moving  slow. 
In  a  wide  circle  round  me  then  they  drew, 
And  made  obeisance,  as  they  always  do: 
Some  of  my  Court  I  spied  within  the  ring. 
And  seemed  of  thousand  Salamanders  king. 

MePHIST0PHEL1£S. 

And  so  you  are ;  for  every  element 

To  own  your  sovereignty  is  well  content. 

Fire  thou  hast  proved  obedient;  in  the  sea 

Plunge,  where  its  billows  wildest,  maddest  be, 

And  scarcely  shalt  thou  tread  the  pearl-strewn  floor, 

Ere  springs  a  stately  dome  to  arch  it  o'er ; 

Waves  of  pale  green,  with  purple  edged,  shall  there 

Sway  up  and  down,  to  rear  a  mansion  fair 

Round  thee,  the  central  point.     A  palace  home 

Attends  on  thee  wherever  thou  dost  roam. 

The  very  walls  are  all  alive,  and  flow 

With  swiftness  as  of  arrows  to  and  fro. 

Up  to  the  strange  soft  sheen  sea-wonders  throng — 

They  dare  not  enter  in,  but  shoot  along; 

Bright  gold-scaled  dragons  round  thee  sport  and  swim  ; 

Ciapes  the  grim  shark,  and  thou  canst  laugh  at  him. 

Gay  as  thy  present  Court  may  be,  and  bright, 

No  throng  like  this  has  ever  met  thy  sight. 

Yet  art  thou  not  cut  off  from  Ijeauty  there: 

To  that  superb  abode,  so  fresh,  so  fair, 

The  Nereids,  peering  curiously,  draw  nigh — 

The  young  ones,  amorous  as  fish,  and  shy, 
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The  old  ones  sage  :  soon  Thetis  learns  thy  haunts, 
And  hand  and  lip  to  her  new  Peleus  grants. 
Anon  thy  seat  on  high  Olympus'  crest 

Emperor. 

Those  airy  regions,  you  may  let  them  rest. 
Quite  soon  enough  one  has  to  mount  that  throne. 

Mephistopheles. 
And  earth,  my  liege,  already  is  thine  own. 

Emperor. 

What  lucky  chance  has  brought  thee  hither  straight 

From  the  Arabian  Nights?     If  thou  canst  mate 

With  Scheherezade  in  inventive  skill. 

Take  this,  the  highest  proof  of  my  goodwill — 

Be  still  at  hand,  when  worries  of  the  day 

Pain  and  dispirit  me,  as  oft  they  may. 

Marshal  {entering  hurriedly). 

Your  Highness,  never  did  I  think  to  live, 
Tidings  of  such  supreme  good-luck  to  give 
As  these,  which  to  thy  presence  thus 
Send  me  in  transports  rapturous. 
Ever}'  outstanding  bill  is  squared. 
The  usurer's  ruthless  claws  are  pared. 
I  from  the  pangs  of  hell  am  free  ; 
In  heaven  things  could  not  brighter  be. 

Commander-in-Chief  {follo^us  hurr-iedly). 

Arrears  paid  off  to  the  last  sou. 

The  army's  all  sworn  in  of  new ; 

The  trooper  feels  his  blood  aflame, 

And  wench  and  tapster  make  their  game. 
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Emperor. 


How  is't  you  breathe  so  freely  now  ? 
Furrows  no  longer  seam  your  brow. 
What  makes  you  here  so  swiftly  run? 

Treasurer  {entering). 
Ask  those,  sir,  who  the  work  have  done  ! 

Faust. 
'Tis  meet,  the  Chancellor  the  facts  should  state. 

Chancellor. 

In  my  old  days  my  happiness  how  great ! 

Hear,  then,  and  see  this  fateful  scroll,  for  this 

Has  turned  our  woe  and  wailing  into  bliss.  {Reads. 

"  Be  it  to  all  whom  it  concerneth  known, 

This  note  is  worth  a  thousand  crowns  alone, 

And,  for  a  guarantee,  the  wealth  untold, 

Throughout  the  empire  buried,  it  doth  hold. 

Means  are  on  foot  this  treasure  bare  to  lay, 

And  out  of  it  the  guarantee  to  pay." 

Emperor. 

Crime  I  surmise,  some  monstrous  fraud.     Oh,  shame  ! 
Who  dared  to  counterfeit  the  Emperor's  name? 
Has  he  been  brought  to  punishment  condign? 

Treasurer. 

Reflect  I     That  note,  sir,  thou  thyself  didst  sign 
Only  last  night.     Thou  didst  as  Pan  appear  ; 
The  Chancellor  said  to  thee, — we  standing  near, — 
"A  few  strokes  of  thy  pen,  and  so  thou'lt  seal,— 
This  revel's  crowning  joy, — thy  people's  weal  I" 
These  strokes  thou  mad'st,  which  were  ere  morning-tide 
Hy  thousand  hands  in  thousands  multiplied. 
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That  all  alike  the  benefit  might  reap, 

We  stamped  the  whole  impression  in  a  heap ; 

Tens,  thirties,  fifties,  hundreds,  off  they  flew — 

You  can't  conceive  the  good  they  were  to  do. 

Look  at  your  town, — 'twas  mouldering  and  half  dead — 

Now  all  alive,  and  full  of  lustihead  ! 

High  as  thy  name  stood  with  the  world,  somehow 

'Twas  never  looked  so  kindly  on  as  now. 

The  lists  of  applicants  fill  to  excess; 

This  scrip  is  rushed  at  as  a  thing  to  bless. 

Emperor. 

My  people  take  it  for  good  gold,  you  say  ? 

In  Court,  in  camp,  it  passes  for  full  pay? 

Strange  !  strange  !     Yet  I  must  let  the  matter  drop. 

Marshal. 

'Twere  hopeless  now  the  flying  leaves  to  stop  ; 

With  lightning  speed  they  spread  throughout  the  land. 

The  money-changers'  doors  wide  open  stand ; 

They  cash  the  notes  with  silver  and  with  gold, 

And  even  allow  a  premium,  I  am  told. 

Thence  they  reach  vendors  of  meat,  bread,  and  drinks  : 

One-half  the  world  of  feasting  only  thinks  ; 

Whilst  in  its  bran-new  clothes  the  other  struts — 

Briskly  the  tailor  sews,  the  mercer  cuts. 

Toasting  thy  health  in  taverns  never  bates, 

And  all  is  roast  and  boil  and  clattering  plates. 

Mephistopheles. 

Who  on  the  terraced  walks  alone  shall  stray, 
Drops  on  some  fair  one,  clad  in  rich  array, 
Who  from  behind  proud  peacock-fan  will  smile 
On  him,  with  eye  on  these  same  notes  the  while, 
Which  quickly  will  love's  crowning  favours  gain, 
Whilst  wit  and  eloquence  may  plead  in  vain. 
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Men  won't  be  teased  with  purse  or  scrip,  when  they 
Can  in  their  bosoms  slip  a  note  away, 
To  mate  there  snugly  with  a  billet-doux. 
Priests  lodge  them  in  their  breviaries,  too ; 
Soldiers,  to  move  more  freely,  turn  their  coins 
To  notes,  and  of  the  waist-belt  ease  their  loins. 
Pardon,  your  Majesty,  if  what  I  state 
From  this  great  work  may  seem  to  derogate. 

Faust. 

The  superflux  of  wealth  that,  heap  on  heap, 
All  o'er  thy  realm  in  earth  lies  buried  deep, 
Is  practically  lost.     Thought  cannot  cast 
A  limit  wide  enough  for  wealth  so  vast, 
And  fancy  in  her  wildest  (light  may  strain 
To  picture  it,  yet  find  the  effort  vain ; 
But  spirits,  meet  enigmas  dark  to  face, 
Dare  on  the  boundless  boundless  faith  to  place. 

MiZPHISTOPHELES. 

Paper  like  this,  instead  of  pearls  and  gold. 
Is  handy,  for  we  know  then  what  we  hold  ; 
No  need  to  change  or  chaffer  !     Men  at  will 
In  love  may  revel,  drink  of  wine  their  fill : 
If  coin  they  lack,  the  changer's  prompt  with  it; 
And  when  coin  fails,  you've  but  to  dig  a  bit. 
Chalice  and  chain  to  auction  must  be  brought ; 
But  this  good  paper,  cashed  upon  the  spot, 
Puts  sceptics,  who  dared  scoff  at  us,  to  shame. 
People,  once  used  to  it,  nought  else  will  name. 
So  henceforth,  all  the  imperial  regions  round. 
Will  jewels,  gold,  and  paper-cash  abound. 

Empkkor. 

This  mighty  boon  our  empire  owes  to  you  ; 
Great  as  the  service,  be  the  guerdon  tool 
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Our  kingdom's  nether  soil,  be  that  your  care. 
Who  may  so  well  protect  the  treasures  there  ? 
That  vast  well-tended  hoard  you  understand, 
And,  if  men  dig,  'tis  you  must  give  command. 
Now,  masters  of  our  Treasury,  embrace  ; 
Wear,  and  with  pride,  the  honours  of  your  place. 
Where,  linked  in  happy  union,  all  shall  know. 
The  world  above  blends  with  the  world  below. 

Treasurer. 
'Twixt  us  no  strife,  however  slight,  shall  stir: 
I  for  a  colleague  love  your  sorcerer. 

{^Exit  with  Faust. 
Emperor. 

As  I  dispense  my  gifts  among  you  now, 
Let  each  the  use  he'll  put  them  to  avow. 

Page  {as  he  takes  the  gift). 
I  am  for  sports,  and  mirth,  and  junketings. 

Another  Page  {jiteme  jeu). 
Straightway  I'll  buy  my  sweetheart  chains  and  rings. 

Lord  of  the  Bedchamber  {mime  jeii). 
My  cellar,  with  the  choicest  wine  I'll  stock  it. 

Second  Lord  {inane  jeti). 
The  dice  already  rattle  in  my  pocket. 

Banneret  {iniisingly). 
I'll  free  my  castle  and  my  grounds  from  debt. 

Another  Banneret  {inane  jeu). 
Aside  with  other  treasures  this  I'll  set. 

Emperor. 
I  hoped  for  joy,  brave  heart,  fresh  enterprise  ; 
But,  knowing  you,  one  might  your  course  surmise. 
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Full  well  I  note,  ho\ve"er  your  coffers  fill, 
What  you  have  been,  you  will  continue  still. 

Fool  {advancing). 
You're  scattering  favours ;  give  me  some,  I  pray. 

Emperor. 
Alive  again  I     You'll  drink  them  all  away. 

Fool. 
These  magic  leaves,  I  cannot  make  them  out. 

Emperor. 
Quite  so  ;  you'll  make  bad  use  of  them,  no  doubt. 

Fool. 
There  others  drop ;  what,  sir,  am  I  to  do.' 

Emperor. 

Just  pick  them  up.     They're  what  were  meant  for  you. 

{Exit. 
Fool. 

Five  thousand  crowns  I  and  all  for  me.'* 

Mephistopheles. 

How  then  ! 
Thou  paunch  upon  two  legs,  got  up  again? 

Fool. 
Not  the  first  time,  but  ne'er  such  luck  I've  met. 

Mephistopheles. 
So  great  your  joy,  it  puts  you  in  a  sweat. 

Fool. 
Look  here  I    And  is  this  money's  worth .' 
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Mephistopheles. 

Yes,  knave  ! 
You'll  get  for  it  what  throat  and  belly  crave. 

Fool. 
Can  I  buy  farm,  house,  cattle,  then,  with  this? 

Mephistopheles. 
Of  course  !     Just  bid  !     'Twill  never  come  amiss. 

Fool. 
What  !  castle,  forest-chase,  and  fish-stream? 

Mephistopheles. 

Good  ! 
I'd  like  to  see  you  a  great  lord,  I  would  ! 

Fool. 
This  night  I'll  sleep  within  my  own  domain  !      S^Exit. 

Mephistopheles  {solus). 
Who  still  can  doubt,  our  fool  doth  bear  a  brain  ? 


SCENE   v.— A  Dark  Gallery. 

Faust,  Mephistopheles. 

Mephistopheles. 

Why  drag  me  to  this  gloomy  corridor? 
Within  there  is  there  not  enough  of  sport, 
For  jest  and  trick  not  ample  scope,  and  more, 
Among  the  motley  butterflies  of  court? 
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Faust. 

Tush,  tush  !     Time  was  when  you  were  cap  in  hand, 

Ready  to  come  and  go  at  my  command  ; 

But  now  your  only  aim,  I  see. 

Is  how  to  break  your  faith  with  me. 

To  act,  however,  I  am  pressed. 

Marshal  and  Chamberlain  won't  let  me  rest : 

The  Emperor  wants,  and  that  with  haste, 

Paris  and  Helena  before  him  placed. 

These  paragons  of  man  and  woman  he 

Has  set  his  mind  just  as  they  lived' to  see. 

Quick,  to  the  task  I     My  word  I  dare  not  break. 

Mephistopheles. 

.Such  promise  you  were  worse  than  mad  to  make. 

Faust. 

You  have  forgotten,  mate,  to  what 
Your  clever  sleights  conduct  us  ;  we 
Have  made  him  rich,  and  after  that 
We  must  amuse  him  ä  tout prix. 

Mephistopheles. 

No  sooner  said,  you  think,  than  done? 

This  task  is  a  much  harder  one. 

Than  ever  we  ventured  on  before. 

You  would  pierce  to  a  region  of  wonders  vast, 

And  recklessly  run  up  a  further  score 

Of  debts  you'll  be  forced  to  pay  off  at  last. 

You  think  'tis  as  easy  a  task  for  me 

To  conjure  up  Helena,  at  my  will, 

As  it  was  the  imperial  treasury 

With  flimsy,  fairy  bank-notes  to  fill. 

Witches,  imps,  goitred  dwarfs,  and  sprites, 

I  can  turn  to  all  uses,  and  place  in  ail  plights. 


6o  FA  US  T. 

But,  though  not  to  be  sneezed  at,  our  ladies  below 
As  heroines  never  will  do  to  show. 

Faust. 

The  same  old  song  !     The  same  old  introduction  ! 
There's  nothing  but  uncertainties  with  you  : 
You  are  the  sire  of  all  sorts  of  obstruction. 
And  must  at  every  turn  be  bribed  anew  ! 
You  grumble.     Still  you'll  do  it,  I  know  well, 
And  fetch  them  here,  ere  we  ten  words  can  say. 

Mephistopheles. 

These  heathen  gentry  are  not  in  my  way ; 
They  live  within  their  own  peculiar  hell ; 
And  yet  there  is  a  way  ! 

Faust. 

On  with  your  tale! 

Mephistopheles. 

I'm  loath  the  higher  mysteries  to  unveil. 

There  are  goddesses,  beings  of  might  supernal. 

That  sit  alone,  each  on  a  throne, 

In  the  solitudes  eternal. 

Round  them  space  is  not,  and  time  still  less ; 

To  speak  of  them  even  embarrasses. 

These  are  The  Mothers  ! 

Faust  (starting). 

The  Mothers ! 

Mephistopheles. 

Afeared  1 
Faust. 

The  Mothers  !  the  Mothers  !     That  sounds  so  weird  ! 
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Mephistopheles. 


And  weird  it  is.     Divinities,  to  you 
Mortals  unknown ; — we're  loath  to  name  them,  too. 
Through  depths  unplumbed  you  may  their  haunts  invade  ; 
'Tis  all  your  fault,  that  we  require  their  aid. 

Faust. 
And  whither  lies  the  road  .' 

Mephistopheles. 

Road  there  is  none 
To  what  has  been,  and  must  untrodden  still  be ; 
There  is  no  road  to  what  was  never  won 
By  mortal  prayer  or  vow,  nor  ever  will  be. 
Art  rea'iy?     Neither  bolt  nor  bar  is  there, 
To  hinder  thy  advance,  but  everj'where 
Shalt  thou  be  drifted  by  the  empty  air. 
Canst  thou  conceive  and  fully  comprehend 
A  void  and  isolation  without  end  .' 

Faust. 

Such  speeches  'tis  idle  with  me  to  try! 
They're  of  the  Witches-Kitchen  kind, 
And  smack  of  a  time  that  is  long  gone  by. 
Was  I  not  doomed  to  mingle  with  mankind  ? 
To  learn  and  teach,  that  all  that  they  possess 
Is  mere  vacuity  and  emptiness? 
By  reason  schooled,  if  as  I  saw  I  spoke. 
Strife  and  denial  round  me  roared  and  broke 
Turn  where  I  might,  still  baffled,  thwarted,  I 
To  wilds  and  solitudes  was  forced  to  fly. 
Till,  at  my  very  loneliness  aghast, 
I  gave  myself  up  to  the  devil  at  last. 
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Mephistopheles. 

And  with  the  ocean  if  thou  wert  contending, 

And  round  thee  heaved  a  limitless  expanse, 

Yet  there,  though  death  were  in  each  wave  impending, 

Thou'dst  see  before  thee  wave  on  wave  advance. 

There  something  thou  shouldst  see ;  see  dolphins  leap 

O'er  the  green  hollows  of  the  glassy  deep, 

See  clouds  sweep  on,  and  sun,  and  moon,  and  star, 

But  nothing  shalt  thou  see  in  that  great  void  afar; 

Thou  shalt  not  hear  thy  very  footfall  pace, 

Nor  light  on  one  substantial  resting-place. 

Faust. 

The  best  of  mystagogues  you  rival  quite. 

That  e'er  deluded  trustful  neophyte  ! 

But  you  reverse  the  rule,  dismissing  me 

To  gain  both  strength  and  skill  from  blank  vacuity. 

You  use  me  like  the  cat,  to  scratch  for  you 

The  chestnuts  from  the  coals.     Well,  well,  go  to  ! 

We'll  probe  this  business ;  and  I  hope  I  shall 

In  what  you  say  is  Nought  discover  All. 

Mephistopheles. 

Before  we  part,  your  courage  I  commend  ! 
The  devil,  I  see,  you  fully  comprehend. 
Here,  take  this  key! 

Faust. 

This  tiny  bauble?     No! 

Mephistopheles. 
Take  hold  of  it,  before  you  slight  it  so. 

Faust. 
It  grows  within  my  hand  I     It  flames,  it  lightens  ! 
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Mephistophülf.s. 

Mark  it  but  well,  you'll  find  its  virtue  brightens! 
This  key  will  how  to  shape  your  course  instruct  you. 
Follow  it,  and  to  Thk  Mothkrs  'twill  conduct  you, 

Faust  {shudders). 

Again  that  word  !     It  strikes  me  like  a  blow. 
What  is  there  in  that  word  to  thrill  me  so.' 

Mephistopheles. 

Art  thou  a  pedant,  at  new  words  to  scare  ? 
Familiar  phrases  only  canst  thou  bear? 
Nothing,  however  weird  or  strange,  should  make 
One  so  long  used  to  mightiest  marvels  quake. 

Faust. 

I  covet  not  an  adamantine  heart. 
This  shuddering  awe  is  man's  divinest  part. 
Howe'er  the  world  may  dull  our  feelings,  still 
At  what  is  vast  and  mystical  we  thrill. 

Mi:phistophi:m:s. 

Sink,  then  !     I  might  as  well  say,  Mount !     'Tis  quite 

The  same.     From  all  that  is  take  flight 

Into  the  void  and  viewless  Infinite 

or  visionary  dreams,  and  revel  so 

'Midst  phantoms  of  the  ages  long  ago! 

Like  clouds  they  flit  and  waver.     In  thy  hand 

Swing  high  the  key  I     Thy  body  must  not  touch  it. 

Faust  fxc'/Z/r  cnthusiiism). 

'Tis  well  !     I  feel  new  strength,  as  thus  I  clutch  it, 
And  for  the  mighty  task  my  breast  expand. 
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Mephistopheles. 

A  flaming  tripod  shall  proclaim,  thou  hast 
Into  the  nethermost  abysses  passed. 
Its  gleam  The  Mothers  unto  thee  will  show. 
Some  sit,  some  stand,  some  wander  to  and  fro  ; 
Each  as  it  haps  ;  strange  shapes  of  every  kind, 
The  eternal  pastime  of  the  eternal  mind. 
Circle  them  round  with  every  form  of  being. 
Thee  they  behold  not,  phantasms  only  seeing. 
See  that  thou  quail  not,  for  the  peril's  great. 
But  to  the  tripod  go  thou  forward  straight. 
And  touch  it  with  the  key  ! 

[Faust  assumes  a  resolute  and  commanding 
attitude  with  the  key. 

Ay,  that  will  do  ! 
It  will  attend  thee  like  a  servant  true. 
And  with  it  thou,  if  fortunate,  shalt  rise 
To  earth  again,  ay,  fast  as  fancy  flies. 
And,  it  once  here,  thou  mayest  by  its  might 
Evoke  those  famed  heroic  forms  from  Night: 
The  foremost  who  has  e'er  achieved  such  feat ; 
And  when  it  is  done,  and  thy  task  complete, 
Forthwith,  by  sleights  of  magic,  timely  suited, 
The  incense  smoke  to  gods  will  be  transmuted. 

F.A.UST. 

And  now  what  else  ? 

Mephistopheles. 

Thy  spirit  downward  bend  ; 
Sink  with  a  stamp,  and,  stamping,  reascend  ! 

[Faust  stamps,  and  sinks  into  the  ground. 
Now,  if  the  key  its  power  with  him  should  lack.' 
I'm  curious  to  see  if  he  comes  back. 
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SCENE   VI. — A  Hall  brilllwtly  illuminated. 
Empekok,  Princes,  Courtiers,  vio'nns;  up  ami  doi>.'u. 

ClLVMBLKLAIN  [tO  MlPHISTOPHELES). 

You  still  are  owing  us  the  phantom-play. 

The  Emperor  grows  impatient.     Quick,  I  pray  ! 

Marshal. 

He  askeJ  about  it  not  an  hour  ago. 

You  must  not  keep  his  Majesty  waiting  so. 

Mephistophkles. 

My  comrade  is  upon  this  business  gone; 

He  knows  the  way  to  set  about  it ; 

This  very  moment,  never  doubt  it, 

He's  hard  at  work  to  push  it  on. 

Shut  in  his  room  Irom  vulgar  gaze, 

No  ordinary  sleights  he  tries, 

For  he  that  would  such  peerless  beauty  raise, 

Must  use  the  highest  art,  the  magic  of  the  wise. 

Marshal. 

What  arts  he  uses  we  don't  care  a  pin — 
Sir,  sir,  the  Emperor  wants  you  to  begin. 

Blonde  {to  Mephistopheles). 

One  word,  sir!     My  comple.xion  now  is  clear. 
But  in  the  tiresome  summer  'tis  not  sol 
A  hundred  freckles  then  from  ear  to  ear, 
Quite  horrid,  tawny  things,  begin  to  show. 
A  remedy  1 

PART   II.  E 
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Mephistopheles. 

That  such  a  blonde — 'tis  hard  1 — 
Should  every  May  be  spotted  like  the  pard  ! 
Take  spawn  of  frogs,  and  tongues  of  toads  new  killed, 
At  the  moon's  fullest  craftily  distilled  ; 
This  lotion,  when  she  wanes,  apply:  the  spring 
May  come,  you'll  find  the  spots  have  taken  wing. 

Brunette. 

You're  in  request.     Here's  quite  a  mob  advancing. 
Oh,  sir,  a  remedy !     A  frost-bit  foot 
Prevents  me  both  from  walking  and  from  dancing  ; 
I  can't  even  curtsey  gracefully,  to  boot. 

Mephistopheles. 
Allow  me,  child,  to  press  you  with  my  foot! 

Brunette. 
That's  very  well  'twixt  lovers  in  their  sports. 

Mephistopheles. 

A  vast  deal  more  a  tread  from  me  imports. 
Like  draws  to  like,  as  web  combines  with  woof. 
Thus  foot  heals  foot,  limb  limb.    Come  close!    And,  mind! 
You  need  not  think  of  answering  in  kind. 

Brunette. 

Oh  !  oh  !     It  burns!     'Twas  like  a  horse's  hoof, 
It  stamped  so  hard. 


Mephistopheles. 

You  of  my  cure  have  proof. 
Now  you  may  dance  as  much  as  e'er  you  please, 
And  your  swain's  foot  beneath  the  table  squeeze. 
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Lady  {pushing fomjard). 

Make  way  for  me  I     Too  lieavy  are  my  woes. 
My  inmost  heart  is  racked  by  maddening  throes ! 
He  lived  but  in  my  looks  till  yesterday, 
Now  he  woos  her,  and  turns  from  me  away. 

MliPHlSTOPHELES. 

'Tis  very  sad  !     But  I  will  set  you  right. 
Up  to  his  side  you  must  contrive  to  steal. 
This  charcoal  take,  and  draw  it,  as  you  may. 
Across  his  sleeves,  cloak,  shoulder,  and  the  wight 
Shall  sweet  remorse  within  his  bosom  feel. 
Then  swallow  off  the  charcoal — but  no  sips 
Of  water  or  of  wine  must  cross  your  lips — 
And  at  your  door  he  sighs  this  very  night. 

Lady. 
It  is  not  poison  ? 

Meimiistopheles  (pffcndcd). 

Honour  where  'tis  due  ! 
For  such  charcoal  you  must  go  many  a  mile. 
'Twas  gathered  from  a  certain  funeral  pile, 
Of  which  we  raked  the  ashes  through  and  through. 

P.AGE. 

I'm  mad  in  love;  they  say,  I'ni  not  full-grown. 

Mepmistopmeles  {aside). 

This  sort  of  thing  how  am  I  to  endure.' 

[  To  the  Page. 
The  very  young  ones  you  must  let  alone. 
You'll  find  admirers  "mong  the  more  mature. 

\Othcrs  prt'ss  round  him. 
Still  others  coming  1     Here's  a  fine  to-do! 
I  must  resort  to  truth,  to  help  me  through. 


FA  UST. 

The  worst  of  helps!     But  no  escape  I  see. 
O  Mothers,  Mothers  !  set  but  Faustus  free ! 

{^Lfloks  7-OU7ld. 

Already  they  are  lighting  up  the  hall. 

The  whole  Court  is  upon  the  move ;  and  all 

The  motley  stream  in  graceful  order  pours 

Through  far  arcades  and  lengthened  corridors. 

Now  to  the  old  baronial  hall  they  throng, 

Scarce  holds  them  all,  wide  though  it  be  and  long. 

Its  spacious  walls  are  hung  with  tapestries  rich, 

And  armour  old  on  bracket  and  in  niche. 

No  need  of  magic  here,  or  spell,  I  wis: 

Ghosts  of  themselves  must  haunt  a  place  like  this. 


SCENE  VII. — Baronial  Hall  dlmly  illuminated. 
The  Emperor  and  Court  assembled. 

Herald. 

My  old  vocation,  to  announce  the  play, 
Is  by  strange  ghostly  influence  much  perplexed  ; 
I  can't  pretend  to  make  things  out,  or  say, 
In  such  a  ravelled  business,  what  comes  next. 
There  stand  the  couches  ready,  chairs  and  all, 
The  Emperor  seated  right  before  the  wall ; 
Upon  the  tapestry  he  can  behold 
At  ease  the  fights  of  the  great  times  of  old. 
Round  him  are  lords  and  gentlefolks  reclined, 
While  common  benches  throng  the  space  behind  ; 
The  lover,  too,  though  ghosts  are  hovering  near, 
Has  found  a  pleasant  seat  beside  his  dear; 
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And  so,  as  all  are  comfortably  placed, 
The  phantoms  may  appear  with  all  convenient  haste  I 

[  Trumpets. 

ASTKOLOGER. 

Now  to  begin  the  business  of  the  play  I 

Our  liege  lord  so  commands.     Ye  walls,  give  way  I 

The  spell  and  magic  work  to  our  desire. 

The  tapestry  fades  as  'twere  devoured  by  tire; 

The  walls  divide,  and,  as  they  backwards  bend, 

A  stage  and  ample  theatre  disclose. 

Where  we  shall  be  regaled  with  mystic  shows; 

And  I  to  the  proscenium  ascend. 

Mephistopheles  {popping  upfront  the 
prompter  s  box). 

My  skill,  I  trust,  all  here  will  duly  prize; 
The  devil's  rhetoric  all  in  prompting  lies. 

\^To  the  Astrologer. 
Thou,  who  the  courses  of  the  stars  canst  tell, 
My  whispers  wilt  interpret  passing  well. 

Astrologer. 
By  magic  sleight,  behold  before  your  eyes 
In  massive  bulk  an  ancient  temple  rise! 
Like  Atlas,  who  erewhile  the  heavens  upbore, 
Stand  pillars  ranged  in  rows,  a  goodly  store; 
Lightly  they  hold  the  rocky  load  in  air, 
Two  shafts  like  these  a  structure  vast  could  bear. 

.A.RCHITECT. 

That's  your  antique  I     I  don't  admire  the  style. 
'Tis  a  great,  clumsy,  over-weighted  pile. 
The  rudc's  called  noble,  and  the  unwieldy  grand  ; 
(iive  me  small  shafts  that  far  in  air  expand. 
The  pointed  style  e.xalts  the  soul,  and  nought 
With  such  instructive  influence  is  fraught. 
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Astrologer. 

The  hours  the  stars  concede  accept  with  awe  ; 
Be  reason  chained  by  the  magician's  saw; 
But  keep  your  fancy's  wing  unfettered  still, 
To  roam  with  noble  daring  where  it  will. 
Look  with  your  eyes  at  what  you  long  to  see ; 
It  is  impossible,  and  cannot  be. 
And  therefore  merits  your  credulity. 

[Faust  rises  at  the  other  side  of  the  prosceniu7n. 
In  priestly  robes,  and  wreathed,  a  wondrous  man. 
Who  now  completes  what  boldly  he  began  ! 
A  tripod  rises  with  him  from  the  ground, 
I  scent  the  incense  shed  its  fumes  around ; 
See,  he  prepares  the  noble  work  to  bless. 
And  for  our  pageant  here  ensure  success  ! 

Faust  (/;/  a  majestic  style). 

In  your  name,  Mothers,  yours,  who  have  your  throne 
In  the  Infinite,  and  evermore  alone. 
Yet  in  communion  dwell !     The  forms  of  life 
Float  round  you,  lifeless,  yet  with  motion  rife. 
What  once  has  been,  in  seeming  as  of  yore. 
Flits  there,  for  'twill  exist  for  evermore  ; 
And  ye  apportion  them,  ye  powers  of  might, 
'Twixt  the  day's  canopy  and  the  vault  of  night ; 
Some  upon  life's  glad  stream  are  borne  away. 
While  others  bend  to  the  bold  wizard's  sway, 
Who  doth  to  you  with  hand  profuse  unfold 
What  marvels  each  is  yearning  to  behold  ! 

Astrologer. 

Scarce  on  the  dish  the  golden  key  he  lays, 
When  the  air  thickens  to  a  dusky  haze ; 
It  coils  and  curls,  now  spreads,  like  clouds,  about. 
Contracts,  expands,  divides,  shifts  in  and  out. 
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Phantoms  of  power,  be  sure,  are  stirring  there  ! 
Hark  !  as  they  move,  what  music  in  the  air  I 
With  a  weird  charm  the  tones  aerial  thrill. 
From  every  cloud  soft  melodies  distil, 
Each  pillared  shaft,  the  very  triglyph  rings. 
Yea,  I  could  swear,  that  all  the  temple  sings. 
The  mists  subside,  and  from  the  filmy  air 
Comes  graceful  forth  a  youth  surpassing  fair. 

[Paris  appears. 
Mute  let  me  be  ;  what  need  his  name  to  show  ? 
Paris  the  Fair,  who,  who  could  fail  to  know.' 

First  Ladv. 
What  youthful  fire  !     What  bloom  upon  his  brow  ! 

SiiCOND  Lady. 
As  fresh  and  juicy  as  a  peach,  I  vow  I 

Third  Lady. 
The  finely  chiselled,  sweetly  pouting  lip  ! 

Fourth  Lady. 
At  such  a  chalice  you  were  fain  to  sip? 

Fifth  Lady. 
Handsome,  no  doubt,  but  not  a  noble  face  ! 

Sixth  Lady. 
He's  well  enough,  but  sadly  wanting  grace. 

First  Knight. 
The  shepherd  l)oy,  and  nothing  more,  'tis  plain  ; 
Of  prince  and  courtly  breeding  not  a  grain. 

SixoND  Knight. 
The  lad's  half  naked,  still  he  has  his  charms; 
To  judge,  though,  we  must  see  him  clad  in  arms. 
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First  Lady. 
He  sits  him  down  with  such  a  gentle  grace, 

First  Knight. 
Were  not  his  breast  a  dainty  resting-place? 

Another  Lady. 
He  bends  his  arm  so  prettily  o'er  his  head. 

Chamberlain. 
Oh,  shocking  !    Fie  !    Where  was  the  fellow  bred  ? 

First  Lady. 
You  men  always  find  out  defective  points. 

Chamberlain. 
What  !     In  the  Emperor's  presence,  stretch  his  joints? 

First  Lady. 
It's  in  the  play.     He  thinks  himself  alone. 

Chamberlain. 
Even  in  a  play  good  manners  should  be  shown. 

First  Lady. 
Sweet  youth  !     Soft  slumber  steals  his  senses  o'er. 

Chamberlain. 
'Tis  perfect !     To  the  life  !     Is  that  a  snore  ? 

Young  Lady  {in  raptures). 
What  perfume's  this,  that,  with  the  incense  mingling. 
Right  to  the  centre  of  my  heart  goes  tingling  ? 

Older  Lady. 
A  breath  steals  deep  into  your  soul,  forsooth  ! 
It  comes  from  him. 
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Oldest  Lady. 

It  is  the  bloom  of  youth, 
A  rare  ambrosia,  bred  within  the  boy, 
Which  sheds  around  an  atmosphere  of  joy. 

[Helena  achui/ices. 
Mephistopheles. 

Soh  !  such  she  was  I     Yet  I  am  fancy-free. 
She's  pretty,  hum  I  but  not  the  style  for  me. 

Astrologer. 

My  task  is  ended.     Frankly  I  avow, 

What  well  I  feel,  my  task  is  ended  now. 

She  comes,  the  ideal  Fair,  and  though  a  tongue 

Of  fire  were  mine,  of  yore  her  charms  were  sung. 

Who  sees  her,  thenceforth  is  her  slave  confessed, 

Who  should  possess  her  were  too  highly  blessed. 

Faust. 

Have  I  still  eyes?     I  see,  in  tranc5d  thought. 
Fair  Beauty's  fountain  welling  like  a  sea. 
My  voyage  dread  a  glorious  gain  hath  brought ; 
How  blank,  how  dreary  was  the  world  to  me  I 
And  since  my  priesthood  what  hath  it  become? 
Fleeting  no  more,  nor  void  and  wearisome  I 
May  palsy's  blight  my  every  sense  benumb. 
If  e'er  I  long  for  other  love  than  thine  I 
The  gracious  form  for  which  of  old  I  panted, 
Which  in  the  magic  glass  my  soul  enchanted, 
W'as  but  a  phantom  of  thy  charms  divine  ! 
For  thee,  for  thee  I  would  ex])end  my  whole 
Pent  passion's  force,  my  energies  of  soul. 
The  love,  devotion,  madness  of  my  heart  ! 

MEPmSTOPMELES. 

Be  calm,  be  calm,  and  don't  forget  your  part ! 
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Elderly  Lady. 
Tall,  well-proportioned,  but  her  head's  too  small. 

Young  Lady. 
Look  at  her  foot  I  that's  clumsiest  of  all  ! 

Diplomatist. 

Princesses  just  like  this  I've  seen  and  know, 
Methinks  she's  beautiful  from  top  to  toe  ! 

Courtier.' 
Now  to  the  sleeper  softly  doth  she  glide. 

First  Lady. 
He  young  and  pure — she's  hideous  by  his  side  ! 

Poet. 
Her  beauty  seems  to  bathe  his  form  in  light. 

Second  Lady. 
Endymion  and  Luna,  pictured  quite. 

Poet. 

Yes  !     As  from  heaven  she  comes,  the  goddess  p?le, 
O'er  him  she  bends,  his  breathing  to  inhale; 
O  happy  boy  !     A  kiss  I     Oh  bliss  untold  I 

Duenna. 
Before  us  all  !     'Tis  really  too  bold  ! 

Faust. 
Oh  !  dreadful  boon  for  one  so  young  ! 

Mephistopheles. 

Be  still  ! 
Let  the  fair  phantom  do  whate'er  it  will  ! 
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CoURTIIiK. 

She  glides  away  on  tiptoe  ;  does  he  wake? 

First  Ladv. 
She  looks  behind  ;  I  thought  she  would,  the  snake  ! 

COLRTItK. 

He  starts  !     He's  lost  in  wonder  and  amaze  I 

First  Ladv. 
No  wonder  'tis  to  her,  that  fills  her  gaze  ! 

Courtier. 
She  turns  to  greet  him  with  enchanting  grace. 

First  Ladv. 

She  teaches  him  his  lesson,  what  and  how. 

All  men  are  stupid  dolts  in  such  a  case. 

He  thinks,  no  doubt,  she  never  loved  till  now. 

Knight. 
She's  perfect  1     So  majestic,  form  and  face. 

First  Ladv. 
The  wanton  minx  I     Her  conduct's  a  disgrace  I 

Pack. 
I  would  give  worlds  to  occupy  his  place  : 

Courtier. 
In  such  a  coil  who'd  not  be  netted  fast? 

First  Ladv. 

The  jewel  through  so  many  hands  has  passed, 
'Tis  grown  a  trirte  shabby  in  the  setting. 
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Another  Lady. 
What  wonder,  after  these  ten  years  of  fretting? 

Knight. 

Each  to  his  taste  !     But,  have  it  if  I  might, 
This  lovely  ruin  would  content  me  quite. 

LlTERATUS. 

I  see  her  plainly,  yet  I  don't  feel  clear, 
That  we  have  got  the  real  Helen  here. 
Our  eyes  are  apt  to  carr\-  us  astray ; 
To  trust  to  what  is  written  is  my  way. 
There,  then,  I  read,  that  she  enchanted  all 
Troy's  greybeards  as  she  stood  upon  the  wall ; 
And  that  is  just,  methinks,  what  here  I  see  : 
I  am  not  young,  and  she  enchanteth  me. 

Astrologer. 

A  boy  no  more,  he  clasps  her  with  a  bound  ! 
In  vain  she  strives  his  ecstasy  to  school. 
With  stalwart  arm  he  lifts  her  from  the  ground, 
And  now  he  bears  her  off. 

Faust.  ~ 

Audacious  fool  I 
Thoudarest?     What?     Not  hear  me?     Hold,  I  say  ! 

Mephistopheles. 
It  is  yourself  who  make  this  phantom  play  I 

Astrologer. 

A  word,  one  only  !     After  this,  we  may 
This  pageant  call — "The  Rape  of  Helena." 
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Faust. 


The  Rape  I     Do  I  then  count  for  nothing  here? 

This  key,  do  I  not  hold  it  in  my  hand  ? 

It  was  my  guide  through  the  wide  ocean  drear 

Of  the  dread  Solitudes  to  solid  land. 

Here  is  firm  footing  I  here  Realities  ! 

Here  spirit  may  with  spirits  cope  at  ease, 

And  give  the  mighty  phantom-world  command. 

And  she  who  dwelt  afar  in  grace  ilivine. 

How  can  she  e'er  be  nearer  to  my  hand  ? 

I'll  rescue  her,  then  is  she  doubly  mine. 

The  venture  shall  be  made.     Ye  Mothers  I  ye 

Must  compass  it !     I  charge  ye,  aid  me  !     He, 

Who  her  unmatched  perfection  once  has  known, 

Must  die,  or  win  and  wear  it  for  his  own. 

ASTROI.OGMR. 

Hold,  Faustus,  hold  I     He  clasps  her  in  his  arm. 
A  cloudy  trouble  gathers  o'er  her  form. 
The  key,  he  points  it  to  the  youth,  and  lo  I 
He  touches  him.     We're  all  undone.     Wo,  wo  ! 

[Explosion.     F.AUST  is  dashed  to  the  ground. 
The  phantoms  melt  itito  air. 

Mephistopheles  {takes  Faust  upon  his  shoulders). 

You've  caught  it  now  !     With  fools  his  lot  to  cast. 
To  trouble  brings  the  devil's  self  at  last ! 

[Darkness.      Tumuli. 


END   OF    ACT    FIRST. 


ACT    II. 

scene  i. a  highly  arched,  narrow  gothic 

Chamber,  formerly  Faust's  ;  unaltered. 

Mephistopheles  {stepping  out  from  behind  a  curtain. 
As  he  lifts  it  up  a7id  looks  back,  Faust  is  seen 
stretched  out  upon  an  old-fashioned  bed). 

Lie  there,  poor  wretch  !     Yours  is  a  crisis, 

Will  last  you  for  a  while,  be  sure  ! 

The  man  whom  Helen  paralyses 

Takes  many  a  long  day  to  cure.  \Looks  round. 

Where'er  I  look,  amid  the  glimmer. 

There's  nothing  changed  the  very  least. 

The  stained-glass  panes,  methinks,  are  rather  dimmer, 

The  cobwebs  round  the  room  somewJiat  increased. 

The  ink's  dried  up  ;  the  paper  yellow.     There 

Stands  everything  just  where  it  did — yes,  all ! 

There  lies  the  very  pen,  too,  I  declare, 

Faust  to  the  devil  signed  himself  withal. 

And  of  his  blood  a  tiny  droplet  still 

Lingers  within  the  hollow  of  the  quill. 

The  very  greatest  of  collectors  might 

In  so  unique  a  specimen  delight. 

Ha  !     On  the  old  hook,  too,  the  old  furred  cloak  ! 

Of  the  old  time  it  'minds  me,  when,  in  joke, 

Of  solemn  saws  I  gave  the  boy  his  fill. 

At  which  the  youth,  perhaps,  is  mumbling  still. 

Warm,  cosy  robe,  I  feel  as  then, 

.•\nd  long  to  get  inside  of  you. 
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And  play  the  teacher  once  again, 

As  everybody  thinks  he's  fit  to  do. 

How  to  accomplish  it  your  scholars  know  ; 

The  devil  lost  the  trick  long,  long  ago. 

\^Takcs  down  the  furred  pelisse  ;  crickets, 
mot/is,  and  chafers  ßy  out  from  it. 

Chorus  of  Insects. 

We  welcome  thy  coming, 
Old  patron  and  friend  ; 
With  buzz  and  with  humming 
On  thee  we  attend. 
Singly,  in  silence. 
Thou  piantedst  us  here. 
Skipping  by  thousands, 
Behold,  we  appear  ! 
The  rogue  in  the  bosom 
Hides  close  in  his  lair; 
Our  fur-bed  we  gladly 
Forsake  for  the  air. 

MKPlIISTOrilELES. 

'Tis  quite  a  treat  to  hear  these  young  fry  cheep ! 

Let  one  but  sow,  in  time  he's  sure  to  reap. 

Again  I  shake  the  old  tag-rag,  and  out 

The  creatures  fly  and  flutter  all  about. 

Up  and  away  !     In  nooks  on  every  side, 

My  little  darlings,  quickly  hide. 

In  yon  old  boxes,  chests,  and  bins, 

Here  in  these  yellow  parchment  skins, 

In  dusty  pots,  retorts,  and  bowls, 

In  yonder  skulls'  grim  eyelet-holes. 

Knjoy  yourselves  you  surely  must. 

Among  such  maggots,  dirt,  and  dust. 

\Slips  into  the  pelisse. 
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Come  !  and  once  more  my  back  array! 

I'm  Principal  ag'ain  to-day: 

But  what  avails  to  bear  the  name  I 

Where  are  the  people,  to  admit  my  claim  ? 

[Pulls  the  bell,  lulnch  emits  a  shrill,  pene- 
trating sonnd,  at  ivhicli  the  halls  shake 
and  the  doors  burst  open. 

Famulus  {stumbling  along  the  dark  passage). 

What  a  clamour  !  what  a  quaking! 
Walls  and  staircase  rocking,  shaking! 
Ugh  !  the  lightning,  how  it  flashes 
Through  the  coloured  window-sashes  ! 
From  the  ceiling,  fast  and  faster, 
Rattle  stucco,  lath,  and  plaster  ; 
And,  by  wizard  cantrip  parted. 
From  the  doors  the  bolts  have  started  ! 
Yonder — horrors  ne'er  will  cease  ! — 
A  giant  in  Faust's  old  pelisse  ! 
He  so  stares  and  nods  at  me, 
I  shall  drop  down  presently. 
Shall  I  fly,  or  shall  I  stay? 
I'm  undone  !     Oh  !  well-a-day! 

Mephistopheles. 
Come  hither,  friend  !     Your  name  is  Nicodemus. 

Famulus. 
Most  worthy  sir,  that  is  my  name.     Oremus  ! 

Mephistopheles. 
Some  other  time  1 

Famulus. 
You  know  me,  it  appears  ! 
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Mephistopheles. 

Right  well  !     A  student  still,  though  up  in  years  I 

Well,  well,  the  learnedest,  my  moss-grown  friend, 

Can't  choose  but  go  on  studying  to  the  end. 

A  card-house  so  he  builds  him,  small  and  neat; 

But  not  even  greatest  minds  their  house  complete. 

Your  master,  though,  he  has  indeed  a  name ; 

Who  has  not  heard  of  Dr  Wagner's  fame? 

Wagner,  the  learned  world's  acknowledged  head, 

Which,  but  for  him,  indeed,  might  go  to  bed  ! 

Daily  from  him  new  flashes  burst 

Of  wisdom,  science,  and  of  knowledge. 

And  pupils,  in  and  out  of  college. 

For  pure  omniscience  athirst, 

In  crowds  surround  this  wondrous  teacher. 

He  is  your  only  brilliant  preacher; 

He  like  Saint  Peter  wields  the  keys. 

And  opens  Hell's  or  Heaven's  gates  at  his  ease. 

All  other  doctors'  fame  has  faded 

Before  the  brilliancy  of  his  ; 

Even  Faustus'  name  is  overshaded  ; 

The  great  inventor  he,  he  only,  is. 

Famulus. 

Fair  sir,  forgive  me,  if  I  may 
Your  dictum  venture  to  gainsay; 
Trust  me,  'tis  quite  the  other  way. 
The  doctor  would  such  praises  spurn. 
For  he  is  modest  to  a  flaw ; 
To  Faustus  he  looks  up  with  awe, 
And  may  indeed  be  said  to  burn 
For  that  distinguished  man's  return, 
Whose  absence,  ever  since  he  went. 
Has  caused  him  sore  bewilderment. 
This  room,  and  everything  that's  in  it, 
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Awaits  its  former  master,  just 
As  when  he  left  it,  even  the  dust. 
I  scarcely  dare  set  foot  within  it. 
What  must  the  astral  hour  be — what  ? 
The  walls,  methinks,  have  somehow  parted, 
The  doorposts  sprung,  the  ringbolts  started, 
Else  in  here  you  had  never  got. 

Mephistopheles. 

Well  then,  your  master,  where  is  he  ? 
Bring  me  to  him,  or  him  to  me. 

Famulus. 

His  order's  strict,  to  let  none  enter; 
I  scarcely  know  if  I  may  venture. 
On  his  stupendous  task  intent, 
For  months  on  months  he  has  been  pent 
Within  his  room,  in  strict  seclusion. 
And  will  not  brook  the  least  intrusion. 
The  meekest  of  all  learned  men, 
He  looks  like  demon  in  his  den. 
Begrimed  from  ears  to  nose,  his  eyes 
With  blowing  up  the  furnace  red ; 
So  day  and  night  his  tongs  he  plies, 
And  never  thinks  to  go  to  bed. 

Mephistopheles. 

Refuse  to  me  admittance?    Why, 
The  very  man  his  ends  to  forward,  I. 

\Exit  Famulus.     Mephistopheles  sits 
down  with  a  vay  solemn  air. 
Scarce  seated  at  my  post,  when — hark  !  oh  rare  ! 
A  visitor  comes  clattering  up  the  stair; 
But  this  time  he  is  of  the  latest  school ; 
Not  to  be  bound  by  dogma  or  by  rule. 
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Baccai.alreus  {s7>.'aggeri}ig  along  t/w passage). 

Gate  and  doors  wide  open  cast  I 
Good  I    So  we  may  hope  at  last, 
That  the  living  man  no  more 
Grubs  in  dust,  as  heretofore. 
Like  a  dead  man — moping,  sighing, 
And,  though  living,  truly  dying. 

This  old  fabric,  roof  and  wall, 
Bends  and  totters  to  its  fall ; 
Scarce  if  soon  we  do  not  make  us, 
Crash  and  wreck  will  overtake  us  : 
I,  though  not  a  man  to  flinch. 
Go  no  farther,  not  an  inch. 

Was  it  not  here?     It  was,  I  know. 
That  I,  so  many  years  ago, 
A  freshman  came,  in  deep  concern, 
And  full  of  foolish  fears,  to  learn  ; 
And  in  these  greybeards  did  confide. 
By  their  cold  morsels  edified. 
Out  of  their  musty  volumes  old 
All  sorts  of  lies  they  did  unfold  ; 
Believing  not  the  things  they  knew. 
Wasting  their  own  lives,  and  mine  too. 
How.''     In  yon  cell  there's  one,  I'm  sure, 
Still  sitting  in  the  clear-obscure  I 

How  odd  !     Yes,  in  the  very  gown. 

Turned  up  with  fur  of  dingy  brown  ! 

In  look  or  garb  no  sort  of  change  ! 

Just  as  I  left  him.     This  is  strange  I 

Then  with  an  awe  profound  I  scanned  him, 

Because  I  did  not  understand  him  ; 

To-day  he'll  find  I'm  up  to  trap. 

Here  goes  !     So  now  look  out,  old  chap  ! 
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[To  Mephistopheles. 
Old  gentleman,  if  Lethe's  muddy  tide 
Have  not  o'erflowed  your  bald  skew-dropping  pate, 
Here  an  old  scholar  see  with  grateful  pride, 
From  academic  thrall  emancipate. 
You  are  the  same  as  then  in  every  feature, 
But  I  am  quite  another  creature. 

Mephistopheles. 

I'm  glad  you've  answered  to  my  bell! 
Even  then  your  merits  I  could  see  ; 
As  in  the  chrysalis  one  can  foretell 
The  brilliant  butterfly  to  be. 
In  collar  laced,  and  curls  well  dressed. 
You  then  felt  quite  a  childish  zest. 
You  never  wore  a  pigtail,  eh  ? 
A  crop,  I  see,  you  wear  to-day. 
You  have  a  bold  and  dashing  air. 
Pray,  don't  too  hard  upon  me  bear  I 

Baccalaureus. 

Old  gentleman,  this  place  may  be  the  same, 

But  things  have  not  been  at  a  stop, 

So  your  ambiguous  phrases  drop  : 

We're  fly  to  all  that  sort  of  game. 

You  once  could  trot  the  simple  youth  ; 

It  needed  no  great  skill,  to  do 

What  now  would  puzzle  more  than  you. 

J\Ii:PHISTOPHELES. 

If  to  the  young  one  speaks  unvarnished  truth. 
Their  yellow  beaks  the  precious  food  eschew; 
But  when,  in  course  of  time  and  tide. 
They've  learned  it  dearly  through  their  hide, 
They  fancy,  then,  they  found  it  out  at  once. 
And  so  exclaim,  "  Our  master  was  a  dunce  !  " 
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Baccalaureus. 

A  knave,  perhaps!     For  which  of  them  has  grace, 
To  speak  the  plain  truth  plumply  to  our  face? 
They  treat  us  like  good  children — here  caress, 
There  threaten,  letting  out  now  more,  now  less. 

Mephistopheles. 

There  is  a  time  to  learn;  but,  by  your  speech, 

You  are,  I  see,  yourself  prepared  to  teach. 

Through  many  moons,  and  suns  some  few, 

Profound  experience,  doubtless,  has  been  gained  by  you. 

Baccalaureus. 

Experience!     Psha!     Mere  dust  and  scum  ! 
Mind,  mind's  the  thing!     Mind  free  and  growing! 
Of  what  man's  always  known  the  sum 
Is  not,  confess  it,  worth  the  knowing. 

Mephistopheles  {after  a  pause). 

I've  long  surmised  I  was  a  fool.     Alas! 
It  strikes  me  now,  I  am  an  utter  ass. 

Baccalaureus. 

Delightful!     There's  some  reason  in  you  yet! 
The  first  old  man  of  sense  I  ever  met ! 

Mephistopheles. 

I  sought  for  hidden  golden  store,  and  lit 
On  merest  cinder-rubbish  everywhere. 

Baccalaureus. 

Your  bald  old  pate  is  not,  you'd  best  admit, 
Worth  more  than  yonder  hollow  skulls  up  there. 

MEPHlSTOPin:LES  {gofld-humourcdly). 
How  rude  you  are,  you're  not  aware,  friend,  (juite. 
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Baccalaureus. 
In  German  one  must  lie,  to  be  polite. 

Mephistopheles  {zc/io  has  been  throughout  the  dialogue 
rolling  his  chair  nearer  the  proscenium — to  the  pit). 

I'm  choked  up  here !     Nor  air  nor  light  I've  got. 
You'll  find  me  quarters  'mongst  you,  will  you  not? 

Baccalaureus. 

It's  quite  preposterous,  that  men  will  try 

To  cut  a  figure,  when  their  day's  gone  by. 

Man's  life  lives  in  his  blood ;  and  where,  forsooth, 

Does  blood  so  course  and  pulsate  as  in  youth  ? 

That's  the  true  thing,  with  glow  and  vigour  rife. 

Which  out  of  its  own  life  creates  new  life. 

There  all  is  stir,  there  something's  done  and  sped  ; 

The  weak  fall  out,  the  stalwart  go  ahead. 

Whilst  we  have  made  one  half  the  world  our  own, 

What  have  you  done  ?     Why,  napped  and  mused  alone. 

Dreamed,  pondered,  planned,  still  planned,  and  that  is  all ! 

Old  age  a  shivering  ague  is — no  more ! — 

Of  whims  and  frosty  fancies  bred; 

When  once  his  thirtieth  year  is  o'er, 

A  man  is  just  as  good  as  dead. 

'Twere  best  yourself  betimes  to  slay. 

Mephistopheles. 
The  Devil  here  has  nothing  more  to  say. 

Baccalaureus. 
Save  through  my  will,  no  Devil  can  exist 

Mephistopheles  {aside). 
The  Devil,  though,  some  day  your  neck  shall  twist. 
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Baccalalrels. 

This  is  youth's  noblest  calling  and  most  fit  I 

The  world  was  not,  till  I  created  it. 

Out  of  the  ocean  I  evoked  the  sun, 

With  me  the  moon  began  its  course  to  run, 

To  light  my  path  the  day  its  splendour  wore. 

For  me  the  earth  her  flowers  and  verdure  bore. 

At  my  command,  on  yonder  primal  night, 

Did  all  the  stars  pour  forth  their  glorious  light. 

Who  but  myself  for  you  deliverance  wrought 

From  the  harsh  fetters  of  pedantic  thought? 

I  with  free  soul,  ecstatical  and  bright. 

Walk  in  the  radiance  of  my  inward  light. 

With  fearless  step  and  joy-illumined  mind. 

Before  me  brightness,  darkness  far  behind.  \^Exit. 

Mephistopheles. 

Well,  go  in  pride,  original,  thy  ways  I 
Insight  would  make  thee  melancholy  : 
What  thought  of  wisdom  or  of  folly 
Has  not  been  often  thought  in  bygone  days? 
Vet  in  good  time  all  will  come  safely  round — 
A  few  more  years,  this  folly  will  have  passed; 
Even  where  the  must  ferments  beyond  all  bound. 
It  yields  a  wine  of  some  kind  at  the  last. 

[  To  the  younger  occti pants  of  the  pit,  who 
do  not  applaud. 
Vou  to  my  words  are  deaf  and  cold. 
Well,  well !     Good  boys  like  you  in  time  will  mend  'em. 
Reflect!  the  Devil,  he  is  old  ; 
Then  grow  you  old,  to  comprehend  him  I 
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SCENE  II. — Laboratory,  afte?-  the  fashion  of  the 
middle  ages  ;  a  quantity  of  useless  apparatus^  for 
fantastic  purposes. 

Wagner  {at  the  furnace). 

The  bell  rings  ;  at  its  clangour  drear 
The  mouldy  walls  with  horror  thrill  ; 
This  dread  suspense  of  hope  and  fear 
Must  soon  be  solved,  for  good  or  ill. 
Joy,  joy  !     The  gloom  begins  to  clear  ! 
Now  is  the  phial's  core  below 
As  with  a  living  coal  aglow ; 
Yea,  like  a  fine  carbuncle,  mark, 
It  flashes  lightnings  through  the  dark  ! 
And  now  a  light,  pellucid,  white  ! 
Oh,  let  me,  let  me  fail  no  more  ! 
Great  heavens  !  a  rustling  the  door? 

Mephistopheles  {entering). 
Pray,  don't  alarm  yourself!  all's  right. 

Wagner  {anxiously). 

Welcome  !     The  stars  my  purpose  aid  ! 

[/;/  a  low  voice. 
But  not  a  word.     Breathe  lightly,  for  a  grand 
Conception's  consummation  is  at  hand. 

Mephistopheles  {in  a  whisper). 
What  is  afoot  ? 

Wagner  {also  in  a  whisper). 
A  man  is  being  made. 
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Mephistopheles. 

A  man  !     What  pair  of  amorous  tools 
In  the  alembic  there  are  sweating? 

Wagner. 

Nay,  heaven  forfend  !     'Tis  only  fit  for  fools, 
That  ancient  method  of  begetting. 
The  tender  point,  which  was  life's  source, 
That  subtle,  springing,  inward  force, 
Which,  to  impress  its  image  bent, 
Did  something  take,  and  something  lent, 
And  to  its  ends  essayed  to  win 
Both  what  was  foreign,  what  akin, 
Is  now  from  its  high  honours  thrust. 
If  brutes  this  way  still  sate  their  lust, 
Man,  with  his  mighty  gifts,  henceforth,  I  wis. 
Must  have  a  source  more  high,  more  pure  than  this. 

[  Turns  to  the  furnnce. 
It  flashes  !     Look  !     My  hopes  were  not  unfounded. 
I  knew,  and  now  the  proof  behold. 
That  when,  from  substance  hundredfold, 
P'rom  ever)'  source  and  quarter  singled. 
And  all — for  there's  the  art,  I  hold — 
In  suitable  proportion  mingled, 
Man's  substance  we  had  thus  compounded. 
And  in  alembic  then  confounded, 
In  proper  combination,  we 
The  work  in  silence  perfected  should  see. 

\Again  turns  to  the  furnace. 
Yes,  yes  !     Behold  !  the  mass  grows  clearer. 
The  demonstration  nearer,  nearer  I 
What  men  call  Nature's  mystery,  we  dare 
By  mind  to  probe  and  analyse. 
And  what  she  organised  whilere, 
We  now  contrive  to  crystallise. 
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Mephistopheles. 

He  that  lives  long  learns  much,  as  time  goes  by ; 
The  world  can  nothing  new  before  him  set. 
Already  in  my  early  travels  I 
Of  mortals  crystallised  not  few  have  met. 

Wagner  {luho  has  meanwhile  been  luatchmg  the 
phial  intently). 

It  flashes,  mounts,  the  atoms  blend  ! 

One  moment,  and  we  reach  the  end  ! 

A  grand  design  mere  madness  seems  at  first ; 

But  in  the  end  with  us  will  be  the  laughter. 

And  thus  a  brain,  which  living  thought  has  nursed. 

Shall  breed  a  living  thinker,  too,  hereafter. 

[Contemplates  the  phial  with  rapture. 
The  glass  rings  piercingly  and  sweet. 
It  clouds,  it  clears  !     All,  all,  as  it  should  be  ! 
Settling  into  proportion  meet, 
A  comely  mannikin  I  see. 
More  can  the  world  or  can  I  wish  for  ?     No  ! 
The  mystery  lies  unveiled  within  our  reach ; 
Just  mark  that  sound,  and  you  will  find  it  grow 
To  perfect  voice,  to  most  articulate  speech. 

HoMUNCULUs  {in  the  phial,  to  Wagner). 
How  goes  it,  daddie  mine  I     It  was  no  jest. 
Come,  press  me  very  gently  to  your  breast. 
But  not  too  hard,  else  will  the  crystal  shatter. 
Remember,  'tis  the  law  of  matter, 
That  all  the  universe  doth  scarce  suffice 
For  Nature's  procreations  grand, 
While  things  produced  by  Art's  device 
A  bounded  space  and  well  enclosed  demand. 

[To  Mephistopheles. 
Ha,  rogue  !     That's  you,  sir  kinsman,  is  it? 
Thanks,  thanks  !     Most  aptly  have  you  timed  your  visit. 
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Rare  chance  for  us  that  brought  you  here  !     And  I, 
Whilst  I  exist,  my  task  must  briskly  ply. 
I  long  to  tackle  to  my  work,  and  you 
Are  just  the  npn  to  show  me  what  to  do. 

Wagni£R. 

One  word,  just  one,  to  screen  my  credit,  pray, 

And  save  my  reputation  many  a  slight  I 

With  problems  I  am  pelted  every  day, 

By  young  and  old,  which  baffle  me  outright. 

For  instance,  nobody  can  comprehend, 

How  body  and  soul  so  exquisitely  blend, 

Sticking  as  close  as  though  they  ne'er  would  part, 

Vet  every  day  embroiled  in  conflict  tart. 

Then 

MEPHISTOHHliLES. 

Stop  !     Ask  rather,  how  it  comes  about. 
That  man  and  wife  so  constantly  fall  out .' 
Such  problems,  friend,  you  never  will  see  through. 
The  little  one  wants  work  ;  here's  work  to  do. 

HOMUNXULUS. 

What's  to  be  done  ? 

IMilPHiSTOPHELiiS  {pointing  to  a  sidc-doo)-). 
Yonder  thy  gifts  employ  ! 

Wagnkk  {still  gazing  into  the  phial). 

In  sooth,  thou  art  a  darling  of  a  boy  I 

[ The  side-door  opens.     Faust  is  seen  lying 
upon  the  conch. 

HoMU.N'CULUS  {amazed). 
Strange  I 
\T he  phial  bounds  out  ^y  Wagniir's  hands,  hovers 
over  Falst,  and  sheds  a  light  upon  him. 
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What  a  gorgeous  garniture  of  dream  ! 
Deep  in  the  umbrage  of  a  wood,  a  stream 
Lucent  as  crystal — women,  oh,  how  fair  ! 
Their  limbs  unrobing  in  the  sunlit  air; 
And  one,  who  o'er  them  all  asserts  her  place, 
Supreme  in  beauty,  and  supreme  in  grace. 
Sprung  of  heroic,  yea,  Olympian  race  ! 
She  dips  her  foot  in  the  transparent  tide, 
Cooling  the  glow  of  her  majestic  frame 
In  waves  that  leap  and  sparkle  up  her  side, 
In  loving  dalliance  with  the  fragrant  flame. 
But  hark  !  a  rushing  as  of  wings  in  flight ! 
What  plash  and  plunging  mar  the  mirror  bright ! 
Her  maidens  fly  in  terror:  she,  their  queen. 
Gazes  around  her,  smiling  and  serene, 
And  with  a  thrill  of  pride  and  pleasure  sees 
The  foremost  swan  come  fondling  to  her  knees. 
Importunate,  yet  gentle.     Now,  at  ease. 
With  the  coy  beauty  he  disports  and  plays. 
But  lo  !  at  once  a  mist  begins  to  rise, 
And  veils  in  an  impenetrable  haze 
The  loveliest  of  all  visions  from  my  eyes. 

Mephistophelhs. 
A  very  exquisite  romance,  I  vow  ; 
Small  though  thou  art,  a  mighty  phantast  thou^^ 
I  can  see  nothing. 

HOMUXCULUS. 

I  believe  it.     How 
Should  you,  a  creature  of  the  northern  clime, 
Bred  'mid  the  frippery  of  priests  and  knights. 
Have  your  eyes  open  to  such  glorious  sights.? 
You  never  are  at  home  but  where 
Darkness  and  gloom  infect  the  air.       [Lookttig  round. 
Grey  stone  walls,  moss-grown,  ugly,  groins. 
High-pointed  arches,  volutes,  coigns! 
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If  here  he  wake,  'twill  ruin  all, 
Dead  on  the  spot  he'd  surely  fall ! 
Swans,  naked  beauties,  woodland,  stream. 
These  made  up  his  prophetic  dream. 
How  should  he  ever  reconcile 
Himself  to  breathe  in  den  so  vile? 
Though  little  caring  where  I  be, 
I  find  it  rather  much  for  me. 
So  hence  with  him  ! 

Mephistopheles. 

Your  wish  shall  t)e  obeyed. 

HOMUNXULLS. 

Command  the  warrior  to  the  fight, 
To  dance  and  roundel  lead  the  maid. 
And  then  their  joy  is  at  its  height. 
This  is — ha,  ha  I  the  thought  is  bright — 
The  Classical  Walpurgis  Night. 
The  ver\-  thing  to  nurse  his  bent  I 
He'll  there  be  in  his  element. 

Mephistopheles. 
Of  such  a  thing  I  never  heard. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Oh  !  good ! 
And  was  it  probable  you  should  ? 
You  only  know  romantic  spectres;  but 
The  genuine  spectre's  of  a  classic  cut. 

MlCPHISrOPHKLES. 

In  what  direction  shall  we  ride? 
Antique  companions,  mind,  I  can't  abide. 
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HOMLNCULUS. 

Your  pleasure-grounds  north-westward,  Satan,  lie. 
But  south  and  eastward  we  to-night  must  hie. 
O'er  a  broad  flat  doth  fair  Peneios  wind, 
By  many  an  oozy  bay,  green  woodlands  through  : 
The  mountain  cliffs  close  in  the  plain  behind, 
And  far  up  lies  Pharsalus  old  and  new. 

Mephistopheles. 

Out  and  away  !     No  longer  let  me  hear 
Of  slaves  and  tyrants  waging  conflict  drear  ! 
They  bore  me ;  for  one  war  is  scarcely  done, 
When  out  of  hand  another  is  begun  ; 
And  not  a  man  of  them  can  see,  that  they 
Only  the  game  of  Asmodeus  play. 
For  Freedom's  rights  they  battle,  that's  the  cr)-; 
Slaves  murder  slaves,  were  nearer  truth,  say  I. 

HOMUN'CULUS. 

Oh,  to  their  strife  and  wrangling  leave  mankind. 

Each  must  protect  himself  as  best  he  can, 

From  boyhood  up  ;  so  grows  at  last  a  man. 

The  cure  for  him  {pointing  to  Faust)  is  what  we  have 

to  find. 
If  you've  a  panacea,  prove  it  now  ; 
If  not,  give  way,  and  leave  the  task  to  me. 

Mephistopheles. 

The  bolts  of  heathendom,  I  must  avow, 

Defy  my  Brocken  spells  to  find  the  key. 

These  Greeks  were  never  good  for  much.     Yet  stay! 

They  charm  men's  senses  with  external  show. 

Their  sins  look  bright,  and  beautiful,  and  gay ; 

While  ours  seem  always  drean*-,  dull,  and  slow. 

And  now  what  else  ? 
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HOMUNCULUS. 

You  used  not  to  be  shy. 
I  think  I've  something  I  can  tempt  you  by. 
What  say  you  to  Thessalian  witches,  eh  ? 

Mephistopheles  {kindling  up). 

Thessalian  witches?     Good!     A  gentry  these 

I've  been  inquiring  for  this  many  a  day. 

I  have  a  notion,  though,  that  they 

My  taste  will  not  exactly  please, — 

Night  after  night,  at  least,  with  them  to  stay. 

But  we  shall  see.     Away  ! 

HOMUNCULUS. 

The  cloak  once  more  ! 
And  in  it  wrap  yon  sleeping  cavalier! 
'Twill  bear  you  both,  as  it  has  done  before. 
I  go  ahead,  you  by  my  light  to  steer. 

Wagner  {alanited). 
And  1 1 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Why,  you — stay  here  at  home,  and  those 
Researches  most  momentous  close  ! 
Turn  your  old  parchments  o'er  and  o'er, — collect 
The  elements  of  life,  as  they  direct. 
Then  piece  them  warily ;  and,  look  ye  now. 
Consider  well  the  What,  but  more  the  How! 
I  o'er  a  slice  of  earth  the  while  will  hie, 
And  should  I  find  the  dot  upon  the  I, 
Why,  this  your  mighty  enterprise  will  cap. 
The  prize  is  more  than  worth  the  effort — wealth, 
Honour,  renown,  long  life,  unfailing  health. 
Knowledge  withal,  and  virtue  too, — mayhap. 
Farewell  ! 
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Wagner. 
Farewell  !     My  heart  is  sad  and  sore, 
For  much  I  fear  I  ne'er  shall  see  thee  more. 

Mephistopheles. 

Now  for  Peneios  !     My  small  friend, 
I'm  not  ashamed  to  claim  his  aid. 

\^Ad  spectatores. 
We  in  the  long-run  all  depend 
Upon  the  creatures  we  have  made. 


CLASSICAL   WALPURGIS    NIGHT. 
SCENE  III. — Pharsalian  Fields — Darkness. 

Erichtho. 

To  this  night's  ghastly  revel,  as  full  oft  before, 

I  hither  come,  Erichtho  I,  the  sad  of  mien. 

Yet  not  so  loathly,  as  with  calumny's  gross  tongue 

The  libellous  poets  paint  me.     They,  in  praise  or  blame 

No  stint  nor  measure  know.     The  vale  through  all  its 

length 
Is  white  as  with  a  sea  of  tents,  all  ashy  grey, 
An  after-reflex  ofthat  awful,  ghastly  night. 
How  oft  already  has  it  been  repeated  !     'Twill 
Be  through  all  time  repeated!     Empire  no  one  yields 
To  another;  no,  not  even  to  him,  by  whom  'twas  w-on 
By  force,  by  force  is  swayed.    For  who,  though  powerless 
To  rule  his  inner  self,  is  not  intent  to  rule 
His  neighbour's  will,  at  the  proud  dictates  of  his  own  .•' 
But  here  a  signal  proof  to  bitter  end  was  fought, 
How  power  arrays  itself  against  a  mightier  power; 
Rends  freedom's  chaplet  fair,  with  all  its  thousand  flowers, 
And  stubborn  laurels  round  the  victor's  brows  entwines. 
Here  Magnus  of  the  days  of  his  first  greatness  dreamed. 
There  Cassar  watched  the  wavering  balance  shake. 
Here  shall   they  grapple  !     Well  the  world  the  victor 

knows. 
With  tongues  of  ruddy  flame  the  watch-fires  glow,  the 

■ground 
A  semblance  of  the  blood,  that  dyed  it  erst,  e.xhales, 

PAKT  II.  c. 
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And,  by  the  night's  most  strange  and  weird-like  sheen 

allured, 
The  beings  of  Hellenic  legend  'gin  to  throng. 
The  fabled  forms  of  ancient  days  unstably  flit 
Around  the  fires,  or  sit  in  circles  at  their  ease. 
The  moon,  though  only  half  her  orb,  resplendent,  clear, 
Climbs  up  the  sky,  and  fills  the  vale  with  mellow  light. 
The  phantom  tents  fade  out,  and  bluely  burn  the  fires. 
But  lo  !  what  meteor  strange  comes  sailing  through  the 

air ! 
Itself  illumed,  a  ball  corporeal  it  illumes. 
I  scent  life  near  at  hand.     Destructive  as  I  am 
To  all  that  lives,  'twill  not  beseem  me  to  remain  ; 
'Twould  bring  me  ill  repute,  advantage  none  at  all. 
Now  it  descends  to  earth  !     'Tis  best  that  I  retire. 

[  Withdraws. 
The  Aerial  Travellers  above. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Hover,  hover  in  the  air. 

O'er  these  flames  and  phantoms  dreary ; 
Down  within  the  valley  there 

Things  look  spectral,  wild,  and  eerie. 

Mephistophelus. 
As  a-north,  through  casements  old 

Ghastly  shapes  and  horrors  rare. 
Hideous  ghosts  I  now  behold  ; 

Here  I'll  be  at  home,  as  there  ! 

HOMUNCULUS. 

See  yon  figure,  long  and  gaunt. 
Swift  away  before  us  gliding! 

Mephistopheles. 
She  looks  troubled,  to  her  haunt 
Through  the  air  to  see  us  sliding. 
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HOMUN'CUI.US. 

Let  her  go  1     Set  down  thy  freight, 

That  paladin  of  dreams  unstable, 
And  life  will  come  back  to  him  straight : 

He  seeks  it  in  the  realm  of  fable. 

Faust  {as  he  touches  the  grouiuf). 
Where  is  she  ? 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Cannot  say,  good  sir  ; 
But  here  you  may  get  news  of  her. 
From  fire  to  fire  till  dawn  do  you 
Unceasingly  your  quest  pursue. 
Should  anything  his  courage  daunt, 
Who  dared  invade  The  Mothers'  haunt? 

MlIPHISTOPHELES. 

I,  too,  have  here  a  part  to  play ; 
And  there  can  be  no  better  way, 
Than  for  us  each  to  seek  his  own 
Adventures  'mongst  these  fires  alone. 
And  thou,  small  friend,  to  reunite  us, 
Shalt  ring,  and  with  thy  radiance  light  us. 

HOMU.NCULUS. 

Thus  shall  I  blaze,  thus  ring  for  you  ! 

[  The  glass  booms  and  flashes  vehemently. 
Now,  haste  away  to  marvels  new  ! 

Faust  {alone). 

Where  is  she  ?     Wherefore  now  inquire? 

If  this  were  not  the  land  that  bore  her. 

These  not  the  waves  that  paddled  o'er  her. 

This  is,  at  least,  the  air  that  did  her  speech  inspire. 
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Here  !  here  in  Greece  I     Here,  by  a  marvel  swept, 

I  knew  at  once  the  soil  on  which  I  stood : 

A  spirit  fired  my  life-blood  as  I  slept ; 

Antasus-like  I  feel  a  giant's  mood. 

And  though  my  path  be  thronged  with  visions  dire, 

I  will  explore  this  labyrinth  of  fire.  [Goes  off. 


SCENE  IV. — On  the  Upper  Peneios. 

Mephistopheles  {pecri7ig  about). 

As  in  and  out  among  these  flames  I  flirt, 
\  I'm  quite  put  out,  for  almost  all  I  view 
1  Is  naked,  only  here  and  there  a  shirt ; 

The  Sphinxes  lost  to  shame,  the  Griffins  too. 

And  all  those  long-tressed  things  of  winged  kind, 
/  Bare  to  the  eye  in  front,  and  bare  behind. 
/   We  relish  rarely  what  is  gross  and  free, 
\  But,  really,  the  antique's  too  lively  even  for  me. 
j  On  it  we  must  our  modern  views  impress, 
,  And  clothe  it  in  the  latest  style  of  dress. 
j  A  hideous  crew !     Yet  must  I  not  neglect 
I  To  greet  them,  as  a  stranger,  with  respect. 

Hail,  lovely  females — hail,  ye  grizzled  sages! 

Griffin  {snarling). 

Not  grizzled!     Griffins!     No  one  likes  to  hear 
Himself  called  grizzled.     Every  word  betrays 
Its  lineage  by  the  sound  which  it  conveys. 
Grey,  grewsome,  grizzled,  graves,  grim,  grizzly,  all 
Of  the  same  root  etymological. 
Grate  on  our  ears. 


V/ 
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Mephistophelks. 

And  yet  it  cannot  be, 
That  in  the  Griffin  you  dislike  the  Gri  ? 

Griffin. 

Of  course  not !     Kindred  as  it  is  with  what, 
If  sometimes  censured,  oftener  praise  has  got : 
A  man  should  grasp  at  Beauty,  Empire,  Gold, 
Fortune  the  grasping  favours  and  the  bold. 

Ants  {of  colossal  size). 

You  speak  of  gold  ;  we  had  collected  heaps, 
And  stored  them  close  in  caves  and  rocky  keeps 
The  Arimaspians,  they  found  out  the  place. 
Hid  all  away,  and  mock  us  to  our  face. 

(iRIFFIN. 

We'll  force  them  to  acknowledge  where  it  lies. 

.■\UIMASPIAN. 

Not  on  this  night  of  jubilee. 
Until  to-morrow  all  are  free. 
This  time  we're  certain  of  our  prize. 

Mephistophelks  {/kis  stationed  himself  between 
the  sphinxes). 

Quite  comfortable  here  I  feel, 
For  you  I  comprehend  and  know. 

Sphinx. 

Then  what  our  spirit-tones  reveal 

Clothe  thou  with  shape,  if  this  be  so. 

That  we  may  know  thee,  let  thy  name  be  told. 


^A  US  T. 

Mephistopheles. 

The  names  men  call  me  by  are  manifold. 
Say,  are  there  any  Britons  here? 
They're  always  roaming  far  and  near, 
To  spy  out  battle-fields,  old  crumbling  walls, 
Drear  spots  of  classic  fame,  rocks,  waterfalls. 
Meet  goal  were  this  for  them  !     And  they. 
If  here,  would  testify,  in  the  old  play 
They  talked  of  me  as  Old  Iniquity. 

Sphinx. 
And  why .'' 

Mephistopheles. 

That's  just  what  puzzles  me. 

Sphinx. 

Perhaps  !  perhaps !     Canst  read  the  starrj?  book  ? 
What  say'st  thou  to  its  aspect,  then,  to-night.' 

Mephistopheles.!  XtnTfe^At^t^J 

Star  courses  star,  the  shaven  moon  shines  bright. 
And  I'm  delighted  with  this  cosy  nook, 
And  warm  me  rarely  'gainst  thy  lion's  skin. 
To  go  up  higher  were  a  loss  to  win. 
Come  now,  enigmas  or  charades  propound. 

Sphinx. 

Propound  thyself;  enigma  more  profound 

Than  thou  'twere  scarcely  possible  to  start. 

So,  then,  essay  to  fathom  what  thou  art. 

"What  to  the  pious  and  the  heedful, 

Or  wicked  man  alike  is  needful. 

To  that  a  butt,  to.try  his  foil  on. 

To  this  a  chum,  to  folly  to  beguile  on. 

And  every  way  a  thing  for  Zeus  to  smile  on  ?" 


FAUST.  103 

First  Griffin  {snarling). 
I  can't  abide  him. 

Second  Griffin  {snarling  tnore  %'ehe7nently). 
What  does  he  want  here? 

Both. 
Such  scum  why  should  we  suffer  near? 

Mephistophfles. 

Vou  think,  perhaps,  my  nails  are  not  a  match 
For  your  sharp  talons,  should  we  come  to  scratch. 
Try  then,  just  try  ! 

Sphinx  {mildly). 

Remain,  if  you  desire; 
Ere  long  you  will  he  anxious  to  retire. 
At  home  you  can  do  anything  you  please  : 
Here,  if  1  err  not,  you  are  ill  at  ease. 

Mephistopheles. 

Above,  no  daintier  bit  of  flesh  I  know. 
But,  ugh  !  I  shudder  at  the  beast  below. 

Sphinx. 

False  churl,  beware,  or  dearly  shall  ye  rue  : 
These  claws  of  ours  are  sharp  and  fell  I 
Lord  of  the  shrunken  hoof,  no  place  for  you 
Our  circle  holds,  and  that  ye  know  full  well. 

[SlKENs/r^/W/jtf  above. 

Mephistopheles. 

What  birds  are  these  on  yontler  bough, 
Among  the  river-willows  there? 


I04  FA  US  T. 

Sphinx. 

The  best  have  fallen  a  prey,  ere  now, 
To  such  sing-song,  so  thou  beware! 

Sirens. 

Ah,  why  wilt  thou  linger  long 
'Midst  the  wondrous,  the  unsightly? 
Hark,  we  come,  a  chorus  sprightly, 
Carolling  melodious  song. 
As  beseems  the  siren  throng  I 

Sphinx  {inockijig  thcni  in  the  same  melody). 

Force  them  to  come  down,  for  they 
Hide  among  the  leafy  spray 
Their  long  talons,  hooked  and  hideous, 
Which  on  thee  will  fall  perfidious, 
Shouldst  thou  listen  to  their  lay. 

Sirens. 

Hatred,  envy,  hence  take  wing ! 
We  the  purest  pleasures  bring. 
Which  beneath  the  welkin  be. 
Best  of  water,  best  of  earth. 
Shapes  of  beaut3^  shapes  of  mirth, 
Shall  combine  to  welcome  thee. 

Mephistopheles. 

These  are  the  new  vagaries  fine. 

Where  note  round  note  is  made  to  twine, 

From  throat  or  strings  with  curious  art. 

On  me  the  caterwauling's  lost; 

It  titillates  my  ears  at  most. 

But  fails  to  penetrate  the  heart. 
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Sphinx. 


Speak  not  of  heart !     What  heart  hast  thou  ? 
A  shrivelled  leathern  flask,  I  vow, 
For  face  like  thine  were  heart  enow. 

Faust  {enters). 

How  wondrous  !  yet  how  fine  !     Where'er  I  gaze. 
Even  in  the  loathly  grand  impressive  traits! 
There's  something  tells  me,  this  way  fortune  lies; 
Where  do  they  bear  me.  these  calm  earnest  eyes? 

^Indicating  the  Sphinxes. 
Ha  !     Before  such  stood  OEdipus  of  yore. 

[Indicating  the  Sirens. 
Even  such  Ulysses  crouched  in  hempen  cords  before. 

[Indicating the  .Ints. 
By  such,  a  priceless  treasure  was  amassed. 

[Indicating  the  Griffins. 
By  these  'twas  guarded  safely  to  the  last. 
With  new-born  life  1  feel  my  soul  expand. 
Grand  are  the  forms,  the  recollections  grand. 

Mephistophkles. 

Time  was,  you  would  have  banned  these  creatures  here, 
But  now,  it  seems,  to  them  you're  well  inclined  ; 
For  where  a  man  is  hunting  for  his  dear. 
Monsters  themselves  a  ready  welcome  find. 

Faust  {to  the  Sphinxes). 

Ve  female  forms  must  answer  me  !     Who  e'er 
Among  you  hath  seen  Helena  the  Fair? 

Sphin.x. 

Not  to  her  age  did  we  pertain. 

The  last  of  us  by  Hercules  was  slain. 

From  Chiron  thou  mayst  tidings  gain. 


io6  FA  US  T. 

He  will  be  roaming  hereabout  to-night. 

Much  mayst  thou  hope,  if  thou  canst  stay  his  flight. 

Sirens. 
Thou,  too,  shouldst  not  lack  for  glon»-.  .  .  . 
As  Ulysses  stayed  beside  us. 
Neither  mocked  us,  nor  defied  us. 
Much  he  learned  for  after-stor)-. 
Come  unto  the  bright  green  sea, 
Come  and  dwell  with  us,  and  we, 
All  we  know  will  tell  to  thee. 

Sphinx. 
Noble  child  of  earth,  away! 
Heed  not  their  delusive  lay. 
Let  our  counsels  bind  thee  fast 
As  Ulysses  to  the  mast. 
Find  great  Chiron,  he  will  show 
All  thy  heart  desires  to  know.         [Faust  retires. 

Mephistopheles  {peevishly). 
What  are  these  unsightly  things? 
How  they  croak  and  flap  their  wings  I 
Scarce  visible,  so  swift  they  go. 
And  one  by  one,  all  in  a  row. 
They  would  tire  a  sportsman,  these. 

Sphinx. 

Like  the  wintry  storm-blast  flying, 
Alcides'  shafts  almost  defying. 
These  are  the  fleet  Stymphalides  ; 
Though  in  hoarsest  croakings  sent. 
Yet  their  greeting's  kindly  meant : 
With  their  vulture  beaks,  and  feet 
Webbed  like  geese,  they  fain  would  win 
Footing  here  in  our  retreat. 
As  being  to  ourselves  akin. 
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Mephistophkles  {scared). 
More  monsters  still  among  them  hiss  and  play! 

Sphinx. 

These  are  the  heads, — nay,  dread  no  ill  I — 

Of  the  Lernean  snake,  that  think  they're  something  still. 

Though  from  the  trunk  dissevered  many  a  day. 

But  what's  the  matter  with  you,  say? 

You  look  uneasy,  twist  awr\'. 

Where  would  you  wish  to  go  ?    Away  ! 

Yon  group,  I  see,  has  caught  your  eye. 

Do  not  constrain  yourself  to  stay. 

He  gone  to  them  !     You'll  stumble  there 

On  many  a  visage  passing  fair. 

They  are  the  Lamias,  wantons  rare, 

With  smiling  lips  and  foreheads  bold, 

Revel  with  satyrs  tit  to  hold  ; 

With  them  what  may  not  Goatfoot  dare? 

Mephistopheles. 

You'll  stay,  then,  here  or  hereabout. 
That  I  again  may  find  you  out  ? 

S  PHI. NX. 

Go,  mingle  with  the  revel  rout  ! 

Long  has  our  native  Egypt  known 

Our  kith  and  kindred  keep  their  throne 

Thousands  of  years  ;  we  shall  not  weary  soon. 

Ours  is  no  fickle  fleeting  state  ; 

Moveless  ourselves,  we  regulate 

The  periods  of  the  sun  and  moon. 

Before  the  Pyramids  we  sit : 

The  nations  dree  their  doom  before  us — 

War,  peace,  or  deluge — and  no  whit 

Of  change  or  turning  passes  o'er  us. 
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SCENE   IV.— Ox  THE  Lower  Peneios. 

Peneios  [surrojuided  by  streams  a7id  Nymphs). 

Stir,  ye  sedges,  swaying-  slowly; 
Breathe,  ye  tangled  rushes,  lowly; 
Wave,  ye  willows,  softly  sighing. 
To  the  aspens'  thrill  replying, 
'Midst  the  pauses  of  my  dreams  ! 
But  a  thund'rous  murmur  dread 
Scares  me  from  my  slumb'rous  bed 
'Neath  the  ever-flowing  streams. 

Faust  {advancitig  to  the  stream). 

Hear  I  rightly,  then  I  ween 

In  behind  the  leafy  screen 

Of  these  woven  boughs  are  noises, 

Like  the  sound  of  human  voices. 

Yea,  each  wavelet  seems  to  be 

Brattling,  prattling  merrily. 

Nymphs  {to  Faust). 

Lay  thee  down  lowly. 

Thy  joy  will  be  full  ! 

Rest  thy  o'erwearied 

Limbs  in  the  cool. 

The  peace  shall  come  o'er  thee. 

That  evermore  flees  thee  ; 

We'll  lisp,  or  we'll  whisper. 

Or  murmur  to  please  thee. 

Faust. 

I  wake  indeed  !     I  see  them  well. 
These  forms  of  grace  unmatchable, 
In  beauty  palpable  to  sight ! 
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What  transports  strange  my  spirit  seize  1 
Can  these  be  dreams,  or  memories, 

The  shadows  of  an  old  delight? 
The  limpid  waters,  as  they  stray 
Through  bushes  green,  that  gently  sway 

Above  them,  scarce  a  murmur  make  ; 
An  hundred  rills  together  meet. 
In  one  broad,  clear,  unruffled  sheet 

Of  waters  deep — a  crystal  lake  : 
Young  female  forms,  plump,  debonnair, 
That  fill  the  eye  with  rapture,  there 

Are  in  the  liquid  mirror  glassed  I 
In  merry  groups  to  bathe  they  come, 
Some  stoutly  swim,  wade  shyly  some, 

Shout,  splash  in  sportive  fray  at  last. 
Could  these  content,  mine  eye  should  find 
Enjoyment  here;  but  no,  my  mind 

Looks  farther,  and  with  vision  keen 
Would  pierce  yon  thick  embowering  roof 
Of  clustering  leaves,  whose  tangled  woof 

Conceals  the  glory  of  their  queen. 

Oh,  wonderful  !     Swans  bright  of  hue. 
From  leaf-screened  nooks  swim  into  view 

With  slow  majestic  pace. 
All  side  by  side  serenely  steering, 
Their  neck  and  crest  right  proudly  rearing, 

As  conscious  of  their  grace. 
Yet  one  that  breasts  the  glassy  tide, 
Outstripping  all,  a  statelier  pride 

And  bearing  seems  to  vaunt  : 
With  pinions  all  blown  proudly  out. 
He  cleaves  the  waves  that  curl  about, 

And  nears  the  sacred  haunt. 
The  rest  glide  softly  to  and  fro, 
With  feathers  smooth  and  white  as  snow; 
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But  lo  !  their  crests  in  wrath  they  set, 
And  put  to  flight  the  fearful  maids, 
Who,  seelving-  safety  in  the  glades. 

Their  mistress-queen  forget. 

Nymphs. 

Sisters,  sisters,  lay  your  ear 

To  the  shore's  green  brink,  and  say, 

If,  like  me,  the  beats  you  hear 

Of  horses'  hooves  that  come  this  way. 

Much  I  marvel,  who  to-night 

Message  bears  in  stormy  flight ! 

Faust. 

The  earth  rings  with  a  hollow  sound, 

As  from  a  flying  courser's  bound  ! 

There,  there,  see  there! 

Should  fate  so  rare 

Be  mine,  then,  then  would  all  be  well, 

Oh  marvel  without  parallel ! 

A  horseman  on  a  snowy  steed, — 

High  mettle  in  his  looks  I  read, — 

Comes  trampling  on  and  on  to  me. 

I  do  not  err — 'tis  he,  the  son 

Of  Philyra,  the  far-famed  one  1 

Stop,  Chiron,  stop  !     I'd  speak  with  thee. 

Chiron. 
How  now?     What  wouldst  thou  ? 

Faust. 

Pause,  I  prithee. 
Chiron. 
I  may  not  rest. 
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Faust. 
Then  take  me  with  thee  ! 

Chiron. 

Mount!    And  I  then  may  question  thee  at  will. 
Whither wouldst  go?  Thou  stand'st  here  on  the  banks — 
Wouldst  cross  the  stream  ?     I'll  take  thee.    Pausing  still  ? 

Faust  {viounting). 

Where'er  thou  wilt — and  win  my  endless  thanks. 
The  great  man  thou,  the  teacher  rich  in  glory, 
Who  reared  a  race  of  heroes  high  and  bold, 
Those  gallant  Argonauts  renowned  in  story. 
And  all  who  made  the  poet's  world  of  old. 

Chiron. 

Best  speak  no  more  of  that !     E'en  Pallas  hath 

Not  always  honour  as  a  Mentor  gained  ; 

Men  will  be  men,  and  hold  their  wayward  path, 

Do  what  we  will,  as  though  they'd  ne'er  been  trained. 

Faust. 

The  leech  who  gives  a  name  to  every  plant, 
Knows  every  root,  its  virtue,  and  its  haunt. 
Has  balm  for  every  wound,  and  physic  for  each  pain. 
With  mind  and  body's  force  here  to  my  heart  I  strain. 

Chiron. 

Were  hero  stricken  down,  I  still  rould  find 
All  needful  aid  and  skill  his  hurt  requires, 
Hut  I  my  leechcraft  long  long  since  resigned 
To  simple-culling  beldames  and  to  friars.' 

1  "  Well  did  poets  feign  /Ksculapiiis  and  Circe,  brother  and  sister,  and 
both  children  of  the  sun  ;  for  in  all  times,  in  the  opinion  of  the  multitude, 
witches,  old  women,  and  imposters  have  had  a  competition  with  physicians. 
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Faust. 

The  truly  great  art  thou,  whose  ear 
His  proper  praise  is  loath  to  hear, 
Who  shrinks  from  view,  and  seems  to  be 
But  one  of  many  great  as  he. 

Chiron. 

And  thou,  methinks,  hast  flattering  wile, 
Both  prince  and  people  to  beguile. 

Faust. 

At  least  confess,  thou  hast  stood  face  to  face 

With  all  the  best  and  greatest  of  thy  time, 

With  noblest  spirits  vied  in  virtue's  race. 

And  lived  the  strenuous  life  of  demigods  sublime. 

Then  tell  me,  'midst  these  grand  heroic  forms, 

Which  of  them  all  possessed  the  goodliest  charms.'' 

Chiron. 

In  that  brave  Argonautic  circle  shone 

Each  hero  with  a  lustre  of  his  own, 

And  by  the  force  that  in  his  soul  prevailed, 

Supplied  the  void  wherein  his  comrades  failed, 

Ever  where  youth  and  manly  grace  held  sway, 

The  Dioscuri  bore  the  palm  away. 

Resolve  and  speed  to  act  for  others'  ease 

The  glory  was  of  the  Boreades. 

Far-seeing,  wary,  firm,  in  council  wise. 

So  lorded  Jason,  dear  to  woman's  eyes. 

And  commonly  the  most  ignorant  are  the  most  confident  in  their  under- 
takings, and  will  not  stick  to  tell  you  what  disease  the  gall  of  a  dove  is 
good  to  cure." — Fuller's  Holy  and  Prophane  State.     The  Good  Physician. 
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Then  Orpheus,  gentle,  given  to  muse  apart, 
Whene'er  he  swept  the  lyre,  subdued  each  heart. 
Keen-sighted  Lynceus,  he,  by  shine  and  dark, 
Steered  on  o'er  rock  and  shoal  the  sacred  bark. 
The  danger  many  share  we  scarcely  fear, 
And  toil  grows  light,  with  others  by  to  cheer. 

Faust. 
But  wilt  thou  tell  me  now  of  Hercules  ? 

Chiron. 

Oh,  woe  !    Awaken  noi  .^ad  memories  ! 
Nor  Mars,  nor  Phoebus  had  I  viewed, 

Nor  Hermes,  born  of  Maia's  line, 
When  on  a  day  before  me  stood 

What  all  men  worship  as  divine. 
A  monarch  born  was  he,  in  all 

Youth's  noblest  graces  past  compare? 
And  yet  his  elder  brother's  thrall, 

And  thrall  of  women  passing  fair. 
Not  earth  shall  yield  his  like  again, 

Nor  Hebe  to  the  gods  present ; 
Men  weave  for  him  their  lays  in  vain. 

In  vain  the  sculptured  stone  torment. 

Faust. 

So  then,  not  all  the  sculptor's  cunning  can 
Embody  charms  so  superhuman  ! 

Thou'st  told  me  of  the  finest  man, 
Now  tell  me  of  the  finest  woman. 

Chiron. 

What  !     Woman's  beauty  to  portray, 
I  deem  it  but  a  bootless  task  ; 

Too  oft  it  is,  alas  the  day! 

An  icy-chill  and  moveless  mask. 

PAKT    II.  H 
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But  her  alone  can  I  account 

As  lovely,  be  she  maid  or  wife, 
From  whom  doth  flow,  as  from  a  fount, 

A  stream  of  bright  and  gladsome  life. 
Self-blest  is  beauty,  look  who  list, 
Grace  has  a  charm  none  may  resist, 
Like  Helena,  whom  once  I  bore. 

Faust. 
Whom  once  you  bore  ? 

Chiron. 

Ay,  on  my  back. 
Faust. 

Was  I  not  crazed  enough  before, 
But  I  must  light  on  such  a  track.? 

Chiron. 

She  twined  her  hand  into  my  hair, 
As  thou  dost  now. 

Faust. 

Oh  joy  most  rare  ! 
My  senses  reel  !     Say  how,  I  pray. 
She  only  is  my  soul's  desire  ! 
Whence,  whither  didst  thou  bear  her,  say.-* 

Chiron, 

Soon  told  is  what  you  thus  require  ! 

The  Dioscuri  had — it  happened  then — 

Freed  their  young  sister  from  some  thievish  men. 

Who,  little  used  to  yield,  took  heart  of  grace. 

And,  mad  with  fury,  gave  their  victors  chase. 

On  sped  the  fugitives,  but  the  morass 

Hard  by  Eleusis  checked  them  as  they  flew; 
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The  brothers,  wading  o'er,  contrived  to  pass, 

I  caught  her  up,  and,  swimming,  bore  her  through. 

Then  she  leapt  down,  and,  in  a  childlike  vein. 

Playing  and  fondling  with  my  dripping  mane. 

Thanked  me  in  tones  so  sweet,  yet  calm  and  sage. 

Oh,  what  a  charm  she  had  I     Young,  yet  the  joy  of  age! 

Faust. 
Scarce  seven  years  old. 

Chiron. 

The  philologues,  I  see, 
Self-Miystified  themselves,  have  cheated  thee. 
Your  mythologic  woman's  of  a  kind 
Unlike  all  other  members  of  her  sex  ; 
Each  poet  paints  her  after  his  own  mind. 
And  with  his  own  peculiar  fancies  decks. 
Never  too  young,  nor  ever  old,  her  form 
Wears  at  all  times  a  soul-enkindling  charm, 
When  young,  she's  ravished — old,  she's  courted  still; 
Enough  !     Time  cannot  bind  the  poet's  will. 

Eaust. 

Then  why  by  time  should  Helena  be  bound  .^ 
At  Pheras  she  was  by  Achilles  found,  v 

Beyond  the  verge  of  Time.     Oh,  rare  delight. 
To  triumph  where  he  loved,  in  fate's  despite  I 
And  should  not  I  on  this  wild  heart  of  mine 
Bear  back  to  life  that  perfect  form  divine; 
That  peer  of  gods,  that  soul  of  endless  time, 
As  grand  as  gentle,  winning  as  sublime.'* 
Thou  long  ago,  but  I  to-day  have  seen 
That  shape  of  light,  and  dignity  serene. 
Fair  to  the  eye,  as  in  her  grace  most  rare, 
And  loved,  desired,  adored  as  she  is  fair  ! 
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Now  am  I  bound  her  slave,  sense,  soul,  and  thought; 
Come  death,  and  welcome,  if  I  win  her  not  ! 

Chiron. 

Strange  being  !     Men  would  call  you  rapturous, 

We  spirits  simply  mad,  in  doting  thus. 

But  by  good  luck  the  fit  has  seized  you  here; 

For  'tis  my  usage,  once  in  every  year, 

To  call  on  Manto,  Esculapius'  daughter, 

Who  doth  in  silent  prayer  her  sire  implore, 

Even  for  the  love  and  reverence  which  he  taught  her, 

Some  rays  of  light  on  leeches'  minds  to  pour, 

And  turn  them  from  their  headlong  course  of  slaughter. 

I  love  her  most  of  all  the  Sibyl  guild. 

Not  given  to  fancies  she,  nor  fond  pretence. 

But  meek  and  gentle,  yet  profoundly  skilled, 

Unwearied  in  a  wise  beneficence. 

Stay  some  short  space  with  her,  and,  trust  me,  she 

With  potent  roots  will  cure  thee  utterly. 

Faust. 

Cured?     I  will  not  be  cured  !     My  soul  is  strong! 
It  will  not  grovel  with  the  vulgar  throng. 

Chiron. 

Slight  not  the  virtues  of  the  noble  fount! 

But  see,  we're  at  the  place.     Be  quick,  dismount! 

Faust. 

Whither  to  land  through  the  grim  dark  hast  thou 
Across  the  pebbly  shallows  brought  me  now? 

Chiron. 

Here  by  Peneios  and  Olympus  too, 

Rome  grappled  Greece  in  fight,  and  overthrew 
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The  mightiest  empire,  e'er  has  known  decay. 
The  burgher  triumphs,  and  the  king  gives  way. 
Look  up  and  see,  above  thee,  close  at  hand. 
The  eternal  temple  in  the  moonshine  stand  ! 

Manto  {muttering  in  a  dream). 

Hoof-beats  there, 

Ring  on  the  steps  of  the  sacred  stair ! 

Some  demigods  are  nigh  !J 

Chiron. 
Right!  right:    Arouse  thee!    Wake!    'Tis  I, 'tis  I ! 

Manto  {azvaking). 
Welcome  !     I  see  thou  still  art  true. 

Chiron. 
And  still  thy  temple-home  is  standing,  too. 

Manto. 
Dost  thou  still  wander,  tiring  never? 

Chiron. 

Thou  liv'st  in  calm  contentment  ever, 
Whilst  I  go  circling  round  the  sphere. 

Manto. 

Time  circles  me,  I  tarry  here. 
But  he.> 

Chiron. 

This  night  of  eldritch  glee 
Hath  whirled  him  hitherward  with  me. 
Helen  hath  set  his  brains  a-spin — 
Helen  he  is  intent  to  win, 
liut  weets  not  how  he  shall  begin. 
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A  patient  he,  of  all  men  best, 
Thine  Esculapian  skill  to  test. 

Manto. 

Me  do  such  spirits  chiefly  please, 
As  crave  impossibilities. 

[Chiron  is  already  far  away. 

Manto  {to  Faust). 

On,  daring  heart!     Bliss  shall  be  thine! 
This  dusky  path  conducts  to  Proserpine. 
Deep  in  Olympus  caverned  base  sits  she, 
And  waits  forbidden  greetings  secretly. 
I  once  sped  Orpheus  on  this  murky  way — 
Push  on,  be  bold,  and  wiser  heed  display! 

[They  descend. 


SCENE  V. — On  the  Upper  Peneios  as  before. 

Sirens. 

Plunge  intoPeneios  !     There, 
Oh  what  joy,  as  on  we  swim 
And  plash  about,  our  songs  to  hymn. 
For  these  poor  mortals  all  too  fair! 
Water  is  of  health  the  spring! 
Haste  ye  then,  and,  when  we  gain 
The  ^gean's  azure  main. 
Rare  shall  be  our  revelling! 

\Ea7-thquake. 
All  afoam  the  wave  runs  back, 
Flows  no  longer  in  its  track  ; 
Quakes  the  ground,  the  waters  shiver, 
Bank  and  gravel  smoke  and  quiver. 
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Let  us  fly  1     Come,  sisters  all, 
Lest  disaster  worse  befall  I 

Away,  and  let  our  pastime  be 
In  bright  ocean's  Jubilee, 
Where  the  billows,  rippling  o'er. 
Break  in  sparkles  on  the  shore  ; 
Where  Selene  o'er  our  heads 
Her  serenest  lustre  spreads. 
And,  mirrored  in  the  ocean  blue, 
Moistens  all  with  holy  dew. 
There  is  gladsome  life  and  free. 
Earthquake  here  and  agony. 
■  Haste,  then,  hence,  if  ye  be  wise  I 
On  this  region  horror  lies. 

Seismos  {growling  and  grumbling  underground). 

One  more  thrust  with  might  and  main, 
Set  the  shoulders  to  the  strain, 
So  shall  we  the  surface  gain. 
Where  all  must  give  way  before  us  ! 

Sphinx. 

What  a  tremor's  here,  what  rumbling, 

What  a  grewsome  grating,  grumbling, 

What  a  reeling,  quaking,  ho! 

Oscillation  to  and  fro! 

'Tis  a  most  provoking  pinch, 

Yet  shall  we  not  move  an  inch, 

Though  all  hell  itself  broke  o'er  us  ! 

Now  in  wondrous  wise  a  mound 
Swells  and  rises  from  the  ground. 
'Tis  that  very  old  man  hoar, 
Built  up  Delos'  isle  of  yore, 
Heaving  it  from  ocean's  deep. 
Safe  a  teeming  dame  to  keep. 
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Thrusting,  squeezing,  straining  thew, 

Stretching  arms,  and  bending  shoulders. 

He,  like  Atlas  to  the  view. 

Heaves  up  earth  and  turf  and  boulders, 

Sand  and  gravel,  shale  and  clay, 

Tranquil  strata  of  our  bay. 

So  a  section  up  he  rends, 

Right  across  the  vale  extends. 

Though  waist-deep  in  earth  still  squatted, 

The  colossal  Car}'atid 

Bears  unmoved,  without  a  groan, 

A  tremendous  bulk  of  stone. 

Nearer  it  shall  not  approach. 

Nor  upon  our  haunt  encroach. 

Seismos. 

Alone,  alone  I  did  it !    Truly 

Men  will  this  at  last  allow. 

Had  I  not  shaken  it  up  so  throughly, 

This  world,  would  it  be  fair  as  now? 

How  should  yon  mountain-ridges  cleave 

The  gorgeous  depths  of  ether  blue. 

Had  I  not  thrust  them  forth,  to  weave 

A  beauty  picturesque  to  view.'* 

When,  whilst  my  primal  sires  looked  on — 

Night  and  old  Chaos — I  my  force  displayed, 

And,  of  the  Titans  the  companion, 

With  Pelion,  as  at  ball,  and  Ossa  played. 

Wildly  we  plied  our  youthful  freaks, 

Until,  to  crown  them  all,  at  last, 

Like  a  twin  cap  two  mountain-peaks 

We  on  Parnassus  madly  cast. 

Where  now,  for  sport  and  joyance,  meet 

Apollo  and  the  Muses'  choir. 

I  even  upheaved  the  glorious  seat 

Of  Jove,  and  all  his  bolts  of  fire. 
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So  now  with  stress  stupendous  I 

Have  struggled  up  from  depths  profound, 

And  for  inhabitants  I  cry, 

To  spread  new  life  and  stir  around. 

Sphinx. 

This  for  birth  of  primal  eld 

We  assuredly  had  taken. 

Had  we  not  ourselves  beheld 

How  it  from  the  ground  was  shaken. 

Still  upward  brake  and  forest  spread. 

And  rocks  on  rocks  still  forwards  tread  ; 

But  not  for  things  like  these  shall  Sphinx  retreat : 

They  shall  not  drive  us  from  our  sacred  seat. 

Griffins. 

Gold  in  specks  and  veins  I  spy 
Gleam  in  fissures  all  about : 

Let  not  such  a  prize  slip  by; 
Emmets,  up,  and  pick  it  out! 

Chorus  of  Ants. 

Fast  as  the  giant  ones 
Yonder  upheave  it. 
Seize  it,  ye  pliant  ones, 
And  never  leave  it. 
Quick  !     Every  cranny  in 
Ranging  and  rifling; 
None  that  there's  any  in 
Can  be  too  trifling. 
Murkiest,  shiniest, 
Look  ye  explore  it; 
Each  speck,  the  tiniest. 
Seize  it  and  store  it. 
Work  away  with  a  will, 
Till  it's  all  rolled  out: 
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Move  the  hill  how  it  will, 
Do  you  get  its  gold  out! 

Griffin. 

Pile  the  gold  up  !     Pile  away! 
We  on  it  our  claws  will  lay. 
Be  the  treasure  what  it  may, 
Surest  of  all  bolts  are  they ! 

Pigmies. 

We  have  found  a  footing  here ; 

How,  a  puzzle  is  would  task  us. 

That  we've  come,  is  very  clear  ; 

Whence  we  come,  then,  do  not  ask  us  ! 

Every  country,  where  life  glows. 

Finds  a  master  soon  to  guide  it ; 

So  no  rock  a  fissure  shows. 

But  a  dwarf  is  straight  beside  it. 

There  his  busy  toil  he  plies, 

Model  spouse  with  model  mate  ; 

If 'twas  so  in  Paradise, 

That  is  more  than  I  can  state. 

But  we  like  this  for  a  nest, 

Bless  the  stars  that  hither  sent  us. 

In  the  East  as  in  the  West 

Mother  Earth  yields  foison  plenteous. 

Dactyls. 

If  she  in  a  night  these  small 
Imps  did  into  being  call, 
Smaller  still  she  will  create. 
And  with  kindred  creatures  mate. 

The  Oldest  of  the  Pigmies. 

Hasten,  and  fit  ye 
Stoutly  to  quit  ye. 
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Get  to  work  quickly  1 
Strike  your  strokes  thickly! 
In  force  though  they  fail, 
Let  their  swiftness  prevail. 
Peace  still  is  with  ye  ! 
Up  with  the  stithy, 
Buckler  and  glaive 
To  forge  for  the  brave. 

And  you,  ye  emmets,  ho, 
Swarming  there  to  and  fro, 
Metals  with  swiftest  speed 
Fetch  for  our  need  I 
Ye  dactyls  slumberless, 
Tiny,  but  numberless. 
Quick,  from  the  brake 
Fetch  fagot  and  stake  ! 
Pile  the  fire,  heap  it  up, 
Feed  it,  and  keep  it  up, 
Charcoal  to  make  ! 

GliNERALISSIMO. 

With  arrow  and  bow 
Away!     Hillio,  ho! 
Shoot  me  those  herons 
Down  by  the  marsh  there. 
Clustering  numberless. 
Croaking  so  harsh  there! 
Quick,  let  me  see  them 
Slain  altogether  I 
So  shall  we  prank  it 
In  helmet  and  feather! 

Ants  and  Dactyls. 

Iron  we  bring  them — 
Ah,  who  is  to  save  us? — 
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Which  into  fetters 
They  forge  to  enslave  us. 
Not  yet  is  the  hour  come 
To  rise  up  defiant; 
Then  be  to  your  tyrants 
Submissive  and  pliant. 

The  Cranes  of  Ibycus. 

Shrieks  of  murder,  dying  groans, 

Wings  that  flutter  in  dismay, 

Oh,  v^^hat  outcry  and  what  moans 

To  our  peaks  here  pierce  their  way! 

They  are  all  already  slain, 

All  the  lake  their  blood  doth  stain. 

Wanton  passion  for  display 

Shore  the  heron's  plumes  away. 

See  it  on  the  helmet  wave 

Of  each  bow-legged  pot-bellied  knave  ! 

Ye  companions  of  our  host. 

That  in  troops  o'er  ocean  post, 

We  to  vengeance  call  you,  in 

A  cause  so  near  your  own  akin. 

Death,  so  we  avenge  their  fate ! 

To  this  rabble  deathless  hate! 

{^Disperse,  croaking  m  the  air. 

Mephistopheles  {on  the  plain). 

The  northern  witches  I  could  manage  featly; 
But  those  strange  phantoms  baffle  me  completely 
And  then  the  Blocksberg's  such  a  handy  site, 
Go  anywhere  you  will,  you're  always  right. 
Dame  Ilsa  on  her  stone  keeps  watch  and  ward  ; 
Henry  upon  his  peak  holds  cheery  guard  ; 
Then  to  Despair  the  Snorers  snort  and  blow 
All  as  they  did  a  thousand  years  ago. 
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But  here,  stand  still  or  walk,  who's  he  can  say, 

If  under  him  the  ground  will  not  give  way  ? 

Through  a  smooth  dell  as  pleasantly  I  stroll, 

Up  all  at  once  behind  me  starts  a  whole 

Hillside,  yet  scarcely  to  be  called  a  hill, 

And  yet  quite  high  enough  to  part  me  still 

From  my  pet  Sphinxes.     Down  the  valley  here 

Fires  flicker,  flashing  round  strange  shapes  and  drear. 

Dancing  and  wheeling  see  yon  winsome  crew 

With  becks  and  wiles  enticing  to  pursue. 

Soho,  then  ■     We,  who're  used  to  toothsome  fare, 

Must  still  be  hankering,  no  matter  where. 

LAMiiE  {lurifig  Mephistopheles  after  them). 

Onward,  still  onward. 
Faster  and  faster ! 
Then  with  a  spiteful 
Coyness  delaying, 
Prattling  and  playing. 
He'll  think  he's  the  winner. 
'Tis  so  delightful, 
Thus  the  old  sinner 
To  lure  and  o'ermaster! 
Fretting  and  groaning. 
His  stiff  foot  bemoaning. 
Hark,  he  comes  grumbling, 
Stumbling  and  tumbling! 
Do  what  he  will. 
While  before  him  we  fly. 
Be  it  far,  be  it  nigh, 
He  must  follow  us  still ! 

Mephistopheles  {stam/s  stilt). 

Curst  fate  !     Born  but  to  be  made  fools  of! 
From  Adam  made  mere  dolts  and  tools  of! 
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We  all  grow  old,  but  who  grows  steady? 

Wert  thou  not  fooled  enough  already? 

We  know  they're  good  for  nothing,  all  the  race. 

Pinched  at  the  girdle,  painted  in  the  face; 

No  bit  about  them  wholesome,  firm,  and  sound, 

They  fall  to  pieces  if  you  clasp  them  round  ; 

We  know  it,  feel  it,  see  it  at  a  glance — 

Yet  let  them  pipe,  and  after  them  we  dance. 

LamIjE  {stoppvzg). 

Stay  !  he  reflects — he  pauses — lingers. 
Advance,  or  he'll  slip  through  your  fingers  ! 

Mephistopheles  {striding  on\ 

Push  on  !     Let  no  uneasy  twitches 
Of  foolish  doubting  stay  your  revel: 
Good  gracious  !  if  there  were  no  witches, 
Who,  who  the  deuce  would  be  the  devil  ? 

Lami.-e  {in  coaxing  ioties). 

Round  this  hero,  round  we  run  ; 
Soon  within  his  heart  for  one 
Of  us,  full  sure,  will  love  ensue. 

Mephistopheles. 

Truly  in  this  twilight  gleam 
Damsels  fair  to  view  ye  seem, 
So  I  can't  be  wroth  with  you. 

Empusa  {pressing forward). 

Nor  yet  with  me  !     Me  too  admit, 
As  for  your  company  most  fit. 

Lami/H. 
She  amongst  us  is  too  many ; 
Always  spoils  our  sport,  the  zany! 
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Empusa  {to  Mephistopheles). 
From  your  dear  cousin  hold  aloof, 
Empusa  with  the  ass's  hoof? 
You've  but  a  horse's  hoof;  yet  still, 
Sir  Kinsman,  hail,  with  right  good  will ! 

Mephistopheles. 

I  fancied  no  one  knew  me  here. 
Yet  find  relations — that's  severe  ! 
The  old,  old  tale — Go  where  you  will, 
From  Harz  to  Hellas,  kinsfolk  still ! 

Empusa. 

With  much  decision  I  can  act ; 
Can  take  what  shape,  I  please,  in  fact. 
But  in  your  honour,  for  the  nonce, 
I've  donned  just  now  this  ass's  sconce. 

Mephistopheles. 

These  folk,  they  set  great  store,  I  see, 
By  being  of  the  family ; 
Yet  come  what  will, — disaster,  sliame, — 
The  ass's  head  I  will  disclaim  ! 

Lam  I.E. 

Avoid  this  hag  !  who  puts  to  flight 
All  that  is  most  fair  and  bright: 
What  was  fair  and  bright  before, 
When  she  comes,  is  so  no  more. 

Mephistopheles. 

These  cousins,  too,  so  smooth  of  speech, 
I'm  doubtful  of  them,  all  and  each, 
Behind  their  cheeks  so  rosy  red 
Some  metamorphosis  I  dread. 
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Lami^. 


Come  set  to  work  now  !     We  are  many. 

Essay  your  luck, — if  you  have  any, 

The  first  prize  you  may  win.     Come,  try! 

What  means  this  pitiful  to-do  ? 

A  miserable  wooer  you. 

To  strut  and  bear  your  head  so  high  ! 

And  now  amongst  us  see  him  skip  ; 

Your  masks  off  slow  and  slyly  slip, 

And  be  your  true  selves  by-and-by. 

Mephistopheles. 

I've  caught  the  prettiest  and  most  lissome — 

\^E7nbracing  her. 

Ugh,  ugh  !     The  dry  old  withered  besom  ! 

{Seizing  another. 

And  this  one  ?     The  disgusting  fright ! 

Lami^. 
Ha  !  have  we  caught  you  ?     Serves  you  right! 

Mephistopheles. 

I  had  the  short  one  in  my  grips — 

A  lizard  from  my  fingers  slips, 

With  poll  most  serpent-like  and  smooth  ! 

Anon  the  taller  jade  I  clasp — 

A  Thyrsus-staff  is  in  my  grasp. 

With  pine-cone  for  a  head,  forsooth  ! 

What  means  it  all  ?     The  stout  one  there, 

Better  with  her  perchance  I'll  fare. 

One  venture  more, — the  last, — here  goes  ! 

Juicy  and  plump,  just  of  the  size 

The  Orientals  highly  prize. 

Ugh  I     The  puff-ball  bursts  beneath  my  nose  ! 
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Lami^e. 
Away,  and  round  him  flit,  now  lii<e 
The  lightning,  now  all  blackness  I     Strike 
The  witch's  baffled  son  with  fear  ! 
On  silent  wings,  a  ghastly  crew, 
Wheel  round  like  bats  !     We'll  make  him  rue 
The  hour  he  thought  of  coming  here. 

Mephistopheles  {shaking  himself). 
I  have  not  grown  much  wiser,  'twould  appear. 
They're  idiots  in  the  north,  they're  idiots  here. 
They're  humbugs  here  as  there,  the  ghostly  crew, 
And  bores  the  bards  and  people  too. 
Here  has  been  precious  mumming,  and 
Sense  has,  as  usual,  had  the  upper  hand. 
At  features  fair  a  clutch  I  made. 
And  in  my  grasp  found  what  appalled  me  ; 
Yet  had  it  only  longer  stayed. 
Even  that  delusion  had  enthralled  me. 

\Losing  liis  u<ay  among  the  rocks. 
Where  am  I  ?     What  is  this,  and  how  ? 
This  was  a  path,  'tis  chaos  now. 
The  road  was  smooth  ;  but  boulders,  lo  ! 
At  every  turn  perplex  my  feet. 
Vainly  I  clamber  to  and  fro — 
Nowhere  can  I  my  Sphinxes  meet. 
One  night  a  hill  like  this  to  breed  ! 
Who  could  have  dreamt  so  mad  a  thing? 
A  jolly  witches'  ride,  indeed, 
When  they  with  them  their  Blocksberg  bring! 

Oread  {from  the  natural  rock). 
Up  here  !     My  mountain's  old  as  time  ; 
Its  shape  the  same  as  in  its  prime. 
My  precipices  jagged  and  sheer, 
Pindus'  extremest  spur,  revere! 
PART  n.  I 
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Unshaken  here  I  lift  my  head, 
As  when  across  me  Pompey  fled. 
That  dream-begotten  phantasm  there 
At  cock-crow  will  dissolve  in  air. 
Such  fabled  forms  I  ofttimes  see 
Arise,  then  vanish  suddenly. 

Mephistopheles. 

Be  honour  thine,  thou  reverend  head, 
With  sturdy  oaks  engarlanded  ! 
To  thy  recesses  dark  and  deep 
The  brightest  moonshine  cannot  creep. 
But  down  by  yonder  brushwood  strays 
A  light  that  glows  with  modest  rays. 
What  strange  coincidence  is  this? 
Homunculus.?     It  is,  it  is  ! 
Whither  away,  my  little  friend  ? 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Thus  on  from  spot  to  spot  I  wend. 

Much  do  I  long  to  burst  my  glassy  screen, 

And  in  the  best  sense  into  life  to  enter ; 

Only  from  all  that  I  as  yet  have  seen, 

I  can't  find  courage  for  the  venture. 

But  hearken  in  your  ear !     On  two 

Philosophers  I've  stumbled,  who 

Are  wrapt  in  deep  debate,  and  all  their  talk 

Is  "  Nature,  Nature,"  as  they  walk. 

I'll  keep  by  them  ;  for  they,  I  wis, 

Must  know  what  earthly  being  is. 

And  I  at  last  am  sure  to  learn. 

Whither  'tis  best  for  me  to  turn. 

Mephistopheles. 

What  your  own  instinct  prompts  pursue. 
For  where  ghosts  find  a  lodgment,  your 
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Philosopher  is  welcome  too. 

And  be  they  many,  be  they  few, 

To  show  his  skill  off,  he  is  sure 

To  conjure  up  a  dozen  new. 

Make  no  mistakes,  and  you  will  ne'er  be  wise. 

By  your  own  doings  into  being  rise  ! 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Still,  good  advice  it  were  not  wise  to  miss. 

MliPHISTOPHELES. 

Go  your  own  way!     We  shall  see  more  of  this. 

[  They  separate. 

Anaxagoras  {to  THALIiS). 

Will  not  your  stubborn  mind  the  truth  concede, 
Or  do  you  further  demonstration  need  ? 

Thalics. 

The  wave  is  stirred  by  every  breeze  that  creeps, 
But  from  the  beetling  crags  far  off  it  keeps. 

Anaxagoras. 
This  mountain-ridge  to  fire  its  being  owes. 

Thalüs. 
From  moisture  all  that  lives  to  being  rose. 

HOMLNCULUS. 

Let  me  go  side  by  side  with  you. 
I  yearn  to  rise  to  being  too. 

Anaxagoras. 

Could  you,  Ü  Thales,  in  one  night  produce 
A  mountain  such  as  this  from  mud  and  ooze.' 


132  FAUST. 

Thales. 

Nature,  has  she  with  her  creative  powers 
E'er  had  regard  to  days,  and  nights,  and  hours? 
Calm  and  serene  she  plies  her  shaping  hand  ; 
It  is  not  violence  makes  even  whatsis  grand. 

Anaxagoras. 

But  here  it  did  !     Raging  Plutonic  fire. 

Steam  pent  for  ages,  with  explosion  dire 

Burst  through  the  ancient  crusts  of  earth,  and  threw 

A  mountain  in  a  moment  into  view. 

Thales. 

What  boots  it  to  continue  this  debate  ? 
The  mountain's  there  ;  that's  well,  at  any  rate. 
In  such  disputes  no  one  step  we  advance, 
Yet  lead  the  patient  crowd  a  precious  dance. 

Anaxagoras. 

See,  from  the  mountain  how  in  bevies 
They  stream  to  fill  each  chasm  and  crevice  ! 
With  pigmies,  ants,  and  gnomes  it  rings. 
And  other  bustling  tiny  things. 

{To  HOMUNCULUS. 
Within  your  hermit  cell  retired. 
To  greatness  you  have  ne'er  aspired. 
To  rule  if  you  your  mind  can  bring, 
I'll  have  you  straightway  crowned  their  king. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

What  says  my  Thales  ? 

Thales. 

I  say  no  ! 
With  little  people,  little  deeds ; 
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With  great  ones  even  the  little  grow- 
To  size,  and  greatness  greatness  breeds. 
Look  at  these  cranes,  a  dusky  cloud! 
They  threaten  yon  excited  crowd. 
And  so  would  threaten,  too,  the  king. 
Downward  they  swoop  on  rushing  wing, 
With  bony  claw  and  pointed  beak. 
Their  vengeance  on  the  dwarfs  to  wreak. 
The  very  air  is  charged  with  doom. 
And  tempest  hurtles  through  the  gloom. 
A  wicked  elf  the  herons  slew, 
As  round  their  quiet  mere  they  drew. 
But  that  death-laden  arrowy  sleet 
Arouses  vengeance  fell  and  meet. 
And  in  their  kin  such  ire  doth  wake, 
As  blood,  and  blood  alone  can  slake. 
What  now  avail  shield,  helm,  or  spear? 
Their  heron-plumes,  what  boot  they?     See, 
How  ant  and  dactyl  disappear! 
The  hosts,  they  reel,  they  turn,  they  flee. 

Ana.xagokas  {after  a  pause,  soletiuily). 

If  hitherto  my  praise 

Has  to  the  subterranean  powers  been  given. 

In  this  conjuncture  I  uplift  my  gaze 

To  those  that  have  their  seat  in  heaven. 

Oh,  Throned  above,  through  endless  time 

Wearing  the  freshness  of  thy  prime, 

Thee  I  invoke,  thee  now  as  then  the  same. 

Threefold  in  form,  threefold  in  name. 

My  people  in  their  woe  to  free, 

Diana,  Luna,  Hecate! 

Thou  the  bosom  that  expandest. 

Thou  of  thinkers  deepest,  j^randest. 

Thou  aspect  serene  that  wearest, 

Thou  a  soul  of  tire  that  bearest. 
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Open  the  abysses  drear 

Of  thy  shadowy  glooms — and  here, 

With  no  necromancer's  aid, 

Be  thine  ancient  power  displayed  !  \_Pajtse. 

Is  my  prayer  too  quickly  heard? 

By  its  force 

Has  the  course 

Of  nature  been  disturbed  and  marred  ? 

And  larger,  ever  larger,  and  more  near 

The  goddess'  orbed  throne  wheels  down  the  sphere  ! 

Fearful  to  the  eye  and  dread 

Turns  its  fire  to  dusky  red. 

No  nearer!     Mighty  threatening  ball, 

Thou'lt  crush  us,  land  and  sea,  and  all ! 

Was  it  then  true,  that  hags  Thessalian  by 

Dark  incantations  from  the  sky 

Drew  thee  down,  and  wrung  from  thee 

Blight  and  bane  and  misery? 

The  shining  disk's  o'ercast.     It  crashes  ! 

And  now  it  lightens  and  it  flashes ! 

What  din,  what  rushing,  whizzing,  pouring; 

What  gusts  of  wind  through  thunder  roaring! 

Behold  me  fall,  abased  and  prone, 

Dow'n  at  the  footstool  of  thy  throne  ! 

'Twas  I  invoked  thee,  I !     Do  thou 

Forgive,  forgive  my  madness  now! 

\Throius  himself  on  his  face. 

Thales. 

What  things  this  man  has  heard  and  seen! 

They  may  or  they  may  not  have  been ; 

But  I  felt  nothing,  ne'ertheless. 

Mad  hours  are  these,  we  must  confess. 

And  Luna  sails  along  the  blue, 

As  smoothly  as  she  used  to  do. 
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HOMLNCULUS. 

Look  at  the  pigmies'  haunt !     See,  how 
The  hill,  once  round,  is  pointed  now! 
I  felt  a  hideous  crash  and  shock  : 
Down  from  the  moon  had  fallen  a  rock ; 
And  in  an  instant  made  an  end, 
No  warning  given,  of  foe  and  friend. 
Yet  arts  like  these  I  must  revere, 
Which  in  one  single  night  could  so 
This  mighty  mountain  structure  rear. 
Both  from  above  and  from  below. 

Thales. 

Tush,  tush  !     Twas  all  a  dream.     That  brood 

So  vile  is  gone,  then  let  them  go  ! 

That  thou  wert  not  their  king  is  good. 

But  now  away,  away  with  me. 

To  Ocean's  glorious  Jubilee  ! 

There  guests  of  wondrous  kind,  like  thee, 

Expected,  ay,  and  honoured  be.  \They  -o.'ithdraiv. 

Mephistopheles  {clambering  up  on  the  opposite  side). 

Here  I  go  clambering  over  crags  and  rocks, 
Among  the  gnarl(!;d  roots  of  ancient  oaks. 
The  vapours  on  my  own  Harz  have  a  flavour 
Of  pitch,  that  much  commends  them  to  my  favour. 
'Tis  next  to  brimstone  !     Here,  among  the  Greeks, 
In  vain  for  even  one  sulphurous  whiff  one  seeks. 
Still,  I  should  like  to  find  out  what  the  spell. 
By  which  they  feed  the  pangs  and  fires  of  hell. 

Dryad. 

In  your  own  land  you  for  a  sage  may  pass. 
Abroad  you're  little  better  than  an  ass. 
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'Tis  not  of  home  you  should  be  thinking  here, 
But  how  you  should  the  sacred  oaks  revere  ! 

Mephistopheles. 

We  harp  on  what  we've  lost ; — a  feeble  vice  ! 
What  we've  been  used  to's  always  Paradise. 
But  say,  what  three  are  those  in  yonder  den, 
Who  squat  and  cower  in  the  glimmering  shade? 

Dryads. 

They  are  the  Phorkyads.     Go  forward,  then, 
And  speak  to  them,  if  you  be  not  afraid. 

Mephistopheles. 

And  wherefore  not  ?     I  am  bewildered  vastly ! 

Proud  as  I  am,  even  I  must  needs  avow, 

I  ne'er  have  looked  upon  their  like  till  now. 

Our  hell's  worst  hags  are  not  one  half  so  ghastly! 

Who  shall  this  hideous  Triad  see. 

Yet  think  there's  aught  repulsive  in 

The  deadliest  of  old  deadly  sin  ? 

We  should  not  suffer  them,  not  we. 

To  cross  the  threshold  of  the  worst 

And  eeriest  of  our  hells  accurst. 

Yet  in  the  land  of  beauty,  here, 

This  antique  land  to  glory  dear, 

They  children  of  the  soil  appear  ! 

They  move,  they  scent  me,  it  would  seem. 

Twitter  like  vampire  bats,  and  pipe  and  scream. 

Phorkyads. 

Sisters'!  the  eye,  quick,  give  it  me  to  spy. 
Who  to  our  temple  dares  approach  so  nigh  ! 
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Mephistopheles. 

0  most  revered !  permit  me  to  draw  near, 
And  beg  your  triple  benediction  here  ! 

1  am  not  quite  a  stranger — so,  forgive  ! 
Indeed,  I  am  a  distant  relative. 

Gods  of  old  standing  in  my  time  I've  known, 
To  Ops  and  Rhea  made  my  bow  of  yore. 
The  Parcae,  Chaos'  sisters,  and  your  own, 
I  saw  them  last  night,  or  the  night  before  ; 
But  such  as  you  have  never  crossed  my  sight. 
I'm  positively  dumb  with  sheer  delight! 

Phorkvads. 
There  seems  some  sense  in  what  this  spirit  says. 

Mephistopheles. 

My  only  wonder  is,  no  bard  has  sung  your  praise! 

In  statues  I  have  never  seen  you.     Say, 

How  comes  this  so,  most  honoured  ones,  if  you  know  ? 

Yours  are  the  forms  the  chisel  should  portray. 

And  not  such  things  as  Venus,  Pallas,  Juno. 

Phokkyads. 

In  solitude,  and  silent  night  inurned. 

Our  thoughts  have  never  on  such  matters  turned. 

Mephistopiieles. 

How  should  they?     Living  from  the  world  retired. 
By  none  can  you  be  seen,  or,  seen,  admired. 
For  that  you  must  a  residence  command. 
Where  art  and  luxury  rule  hand  in  hand  ; 
Where  from  a  block  of  marble — presto,  hey ! — 
Starts  into  life  a  hero  every  day; 
Where 
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Phorkyaos. 

Peace  !     And  wake  in  us  no  yearnings  fond ! 
What  should  we  gain,  by  knowing  aught  beyond  ? 
In  Night  begot,  and  kin  to  things  of  Night, 
To  ourselves  almost  unknown,  to  others  quite. 

Mephistopheles. 

This  being  so,  there  is  not  much  to  say; 
But  you  to  others  may  yourselves  convey. 
One  eye  suffices  for  the  three,  one  tooth, 
And  'twill  comport  with  mythologic  truth, 
To  merge  in  two  the  essence  of  the  three. 
And  lend  the  semblance  of  the  third  to  me 
For  some  brief  space. 

One  of  the  Phorkyads. 

How  think  ye  ?     Speaks  he  sooth  ? 

The  Others. 
Let's  try  it.     But  without  the  eye  and  tooth. 

Mephistopheles. 

Take  these  away,  and  you  the  essence  take. 
For  these  are  what  the  perfect  picture  make. 

One  of  the  Phorkyads. 

Press  one  eye  close  !     'Tis  very  simply  done  ; 
That's  well  !     Now  of  your  dog-teeth  show  but  one  ! 
And  you  will  instantly  in  profile  show 
Our  sister  perfectly  from  top  to  toe  ! 

Mephistopheles. 
I'm  honoured — much  !     So  be  it ! 
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Phorkyads. 

So  be  it ! 

Mephistopheles  (as  a  Phorkyad  in  profile). 

Done  I 
Behold  in  me  old  Chaos'  darling  son ! 

Phorkyads. 
Chaos'  undoubted  daughters  we. 

Mephistopheles. 

Oh  spite! 
They'll  scoff  at  me  as  an  hermaphrodite  ! 

Phorkyads. 

Our  new  third  sister  is  surpassing  fair! 
Of  eyes  we  have,  and  eke  of  teeth  a  pair. 

Mephistopheles. 

I  must  get  out  of  sight,  or  I  know  well 

I'll  scare  the  devils  of  the  nether  hell  !  \^Exit. 


SCENE  VI. — Rocky  Bays  ok  the  Mg^k^  Sea. 
— The  Moon  pausing  in  the  Zaiith. 

Sirens  {lying  on  the  cliffs  around,  fluting  and  singing). 

Thou  whom  hags  Thessalian  erst, 
By  unholy  spells  rehearsed, 
Drew  from  heaven,  serenely  bright, 
Looking  from  the  vault  of  night. 
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With  thy  sih'ery  radiance  lave 
Every  bright  and  rippling  wave, 
And  illume  yon  wondrous  throng 
Rising  now  the  waves  along. 
Thy  devoted  vassals  we  ; 
Luna  fair,  propitious  be  ! 

Nereids  and  Tritons  {as  ivo7iders  of  the  deep). 

Loud  with  shriller  voices  sing. 
Let  them  o'er  broad  ocean  ring, 
All  its  people  summoning! 
As  we  lay  within  our  caves. 
Fathom  deep  beneath  the  waves, 
Safe  from  wind  and  stormy  weather. 
Your  sweet  song  has  drawn  us  hither. 
In  our  transports  we,  behold  ! 
Deck  ourselves  with  chains  of  gold, 
Brooch  and  clasp  and  diadem, 
Rich  with  jewel  and  with  gem. 
All  your  fruitage,  all  are  these  ! 
Treasures  plucked  from  argosies, 
That  now  wrecked  and  rotting  lie, 
Lured  to  their  destruction  by 
You,  the  demons  of  our  bay. 

Sirens. 

Well  we  know,  that  in  the  sea 
Fish  live  well  and  merrily, 
Without  pain,  or  care,  or  wish  ! 
Still,  ye  throng  so  brisk  and  gay. 
Fain  we'd  like  to  know  to-day. 
If  ye're  something  more  than  fish. 

Nereids  and  Tritons. 
Ere  we  hither  came,  did  we 
Ponder  well  how  things  should  be. 
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Brothers,  sisters,  come  !     Not  far 

Is  it  needful  we  should  go, 

Most  conclusively  to  show 

That  we  more  than  fishes  are.  \_T/uy  retire. 

Sirens. 

In  a  twinkling  they 
To  Samothrace  have  sped  away, 
And  fair  for  them  the  breezes  blow ! 
What  can  they  expect  to  gain 
Where  the  high  Cabiri  reign  ? 
Gods  of  wondrous  kind  are  they. 
Who  beget  themselves  alway, 
And  what  they  are  they  never  know. 
Deign  to  linger  on  thy  heights, 
Gentle  Luna  I     So  the  night's 
Veil  will  tarry,  and  the  day 
Chase  us  not  from  hence  away  ! 

Thales  {on  the  shore  to  Homun'CULUs). 

Fain  would  I  lead  you  to  old  Nereus!     See, 
His  cavern  must  be  somewhere  hereabout: 
But  such  a  cross-grained  sour  old  carle  is  he, 
It  is  no  easy  thing  to  draw  him  out. 
Churl  that  he  is,  in  his  distorted  sight 
No  mortal  man  is  ever  in  the  right. 
But  unto  him  the  future  is  unveiled. 
So  he  with  reverence  deep  is  hailed, 
And  bears  a  highly  honoured  name. 
To  many,  too,  he  has  been  kind. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Let's  knock  and  try  him  !     I  don't  mind. 
It  will  not  cost  me  both  my  glass  and  Hame. 
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Nereus. 
Men's  voices  could  they  be,  my  ear  that  met? 
With  wrath  they  stir  my  heart  down  to  its  core: 
Forms  striving  to  attain  to  gods,  and  yet 
Doomed  to  be  like  themselves  for  evermore. 
Long  years  ago,  had  I  like  others  felt, 
In  ease  I  might,  even  like  a  god,  have  dwelt; 
But  I  was  ever  by  the  wish  possessed. 
To  benefit  the  men  I  deemed  the  best; 
And  ever  when  I  looked,  in  hopes  to  know, 
My  counsels  into  goodly  acts  had  thriven, 
I  found  that  matters  were  the  same,  as  though 
My  counsels  never  had  been  given. 

Thales. 

Yet  people  trust  thee,  man  of  ocean  old. 
Most  sage  of  sages,  turn  us  not  away! 
This  flame,  that  bears  a  human  shape,  behold ! 
Whate'er  you  counsel  him,  he  will  obey. 

Nereus. 

Counsel !     Has  counsel  e'er  availed  with  men  ? 

The  sagest  saw  falls  dead  on  stubborn  ears. 

Oft  as  men's  folly  has  been  mourned  in  tears, 

Wilful  as  ever  they  will  be  again. 

Warned  I  not  Paris  like  a  father,  ere 

His  passion  did  another's  wife  ensnare? 

As  bold  he  trod  the  Grecian  shore,  with  awe 

I  told  him  all  that  I  in  vision  saw, — 

Clouds  steaming  up,  with  lurid  light  aglow, 

Charred  rafters,  massacre  and  death  below, 

Troy's  day  of  doom,  immortalised  in  song. 

Beaconing  through  time  the  curse  that  waits  on  wrong. 

He  mocked  the  old  man's  words,  the  ribald  boy, 

Obeyed  the  impulse  of  his  lust,  and  Troy, 
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A  giant  corpse,  fell,  worn  with  many  a  fray. 

To  Pindus'  eagles  a  right  welcome  prey. 

Ulysses,  too,  foretold  I  not  to  him 

Circe's  dark  wiles,  the  Cyclops'  horrors  grim? 

His  own  delays,  the  follies  of  his  train. 

What  not,  besides  !     Yet  where  to  him  the  gain  ? 

Till  at  long  last  the  favouring  billows  bore 

Tl^.    wear)-  wanderer  to  a  friendly  shore. 

Thales. 

Such  conduct  to  the  sage  is  fraught  with  pain, 
\  et  his  heart  prompts  him  on  to  fresh  essay. 
O'  thanks  that  glad  his  soul,  one  little  grain 
Will  bushels  of  ingratitude  outweigh. 
1  or  we  are  here  to  ask  no  trivial  boon : 
Tlie  boy  there  wishes  to  attain,  and  soon, 
To  being,  and  as  sagely  as  he  may. 

Nereus. 

Mar  not  my  mood — 'tis  of  no  common  kind  ; 

Far  other  matters  now  possess  my  mind. 

My  daughters  I  have  summoned  here  to  me. 

The  Uorides,  the  Graces  of  the  Sea. 

Not  on  Olympus,  nor  on  earth  you'll  meet 

With  forms  so  beautiful,  so  moving  sweet. 

From  water  dragons,  with  a  bending  sweep 

Of  subtlest  charm,  on  Neptune's  steeds  they  leap. 

And  with  the  element  so  softly  blend, 

The  foam-flakes  scarce  beneath  them  seem  to  bend. 

'Mid  rainbow  splendours  in  her  shelly  car 

Comes  Galatea,  of  them  all  the  star. 

Of  Paphos  hailed  the  goddess,  since  the  day 

When  Aphrodite  turned  from  us  away; 

And  so  for  many  a  year,  she  as  her  own 

The  Temple  town  has  claimed,  and  chariot  throne. 
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Begone  !     Nor  by  your  questionings  eclipse 
The  solemn  transports  of  a  father's  bliss  ; 
I  would  not  have,  in  such  an  hour  as  this, 
Hate  in  my  heart,  nor  fury  on  my  lips. 
Away  to  Proteus  !     Ask  that  being  strange, — 
He  will  your  purpose  better  serve  than  me, — 
How  yonder  boy  may  pass  from  change  to  chanf;.". 
And  come  at  length  to  be.        [^Retires  towards  the  sea. 

Thales. 

We  have  gained  nothing  by  this  step  ;  for,  say 

We  light  on  Proteus,  straight  he  melts  away. 

And,  after  all,  he'll  only,  if  he  stays. 

Give  answers  that  bewilder  and  amaze. 

Still,  such  advice  you  lack ;  so,  come  what  may, 

Let's  make  the  trial.     Onward,  then,  away  ! 

[They  retlr^. 

Sirens  {abot/e,  on  the  rocks). 

See,  what  are  these  that  glide 
Far  o'er  the  billowy  tide? 
'Tis  as  white  sails  were  nearing. 
By  gentle  breezes  steering, 
So  radiantly  they  shine, 
These  ocean-nymphs  divine! 
Let  us  descend  !     You  hear 
Their  voices  sweet  and  clear. 

Nereids  and  Tritons. 

What  we  bring  with  us  to-night 
Shall  content  you  and  delight. 
Flames  a  dread  form  from  the  field 
Of  Chelone's  giant  shield  ; 
Gods  they  be,  whom  here  we  bring: 
Hymns  ye  must  of  glory  sing! 


FAUST.  145 

Sirens. 

Great  in  might,  though  small  in  form, 
Such  as  shipwrecked  are  ye  save, 
When  in  thunder  and  in  storm 
Ships  go  down  beneath  the  wave; 
Gods  in  deepest  reverence  held 
From  the  days  of  primal  eld  ! 

Nereids  and  Tritons. 

We  bring  the  Cabiri  hither,  to  keep 
Peace,  while  we  revel  it  over  the  deep ; 
For  in  their  presence,  so  holy  be  they, 
Neptune  will  gently  exert  his  sway. 

Sirens. 

Yield  we  must  to  you : 
If  a  vessel's  wrecked. 
Ever  ye  her  crew 
Resistlessly  protect. 

Nereids  and  Tritons. 

Three  we  have  transported  thus  ; 
The  fourth  refused  to  come  with  us. 
He  declared  he  was  the  best. 
And  had  to  think  for  all  the  rest. 

Sirens. 

So  one  god,  it  would  appear, 
Likes  at  other  gods  to  sneer. 
All  that  gracious  are  revere. 
Ail  that  are  malignant  fear! 

Nereids  and  Tritons. 

Seven  of  them  by  rights  there  be. 
part  ii.  k 
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Sirens. 
Where,  then,  are  the  other  three  ? 

Nereids  and  Tritons. 

To  answer  that  were  no  easy  task. 
For  them  you  may  in  Olympus  ask. 
There  the  Eighth,  too,  you  may  find, 
Who  was  never  in  anybody's  mind. 
Their  grace  we  have  and  hope  to  get, 
But  they  are  not  all  complete  as  yet. 
These  Incomparables  still 

On  and  on  aspire. 
For  the  Unattainable 

Hungering  with  desire. 

Sirens. 

'Tis  our  custom,  evermore 
Every  throne  to  bow  before. 
In  the  Sun  and  in  the  Moon, 
There  to  worship  and  adore  ; 
It  repays  us  late  or  soon. 

Nereids  and  Tritons. 

How  must  our  fame  transcendent  be, 
The  leaders  of  this  Jubilee  I 

Sirens. 

The  heroes  of  the  olden  time 
Reached  not  a  glory  so  sublime, 
How  high  soe'er  their  fame  may  run. 
If  they  the  Golden  Fleece  have  won. 
You,  you  have  the  Cabiri! 


FAUST.  147 

Ulliversal  Chorus. 
If  they  the  Golden  Fleece  have  won, 

X°"'>°"!  have  the  Cabiri! 
We,  we    ) 

HOMUN'CULUS. 

To  me  these  uncouth  shapes  are  like 
Vile  earthen  pots  :  by  token. 
Sages  their  heads  against  them  strike. 
And,  though  hard,  get  them  broken. 

Thales. 

That's  just  the  thing  they  long  for!     Just 
As  coin  takes  value  from  the  rust. 

Proteus  {invisible). 

Such  shows  delight  a  fabler  old  like  me; 
More  prized  the  more  preposterous  they  be. 

Thales. 
Where  art  thou,  Proteus  .■* 

Proteus  {ventriloguially,  now  near,  now  far  off'). 

Here,  and  here! 

Thales. 

I  pardon  you  the  stale  old  joke. 

I  am  a  friend — no  mocking  insincere  ! 

I  know  you  sham  the  place  from  which  you  spoke. 

Proteus  {as  from  a  distance). 
Farewell  ! 

Thales  {whispers  to  the  Hcj-munxulus). 

He's  close  at  hand  !     Flame  out  now  I    Whish  ! 
He  is  as  curious  as  a  fish, 


148  FA  US  T. 

And,  wheresoever  he  may  hide, 
Your  blaze  will  lure  him  to  your  side. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

I'll  pour  a  flood  of  light — but  gently  though, 
Or  into  splinters,  crack  !  my  glass  will  go. 

Proteus  {i?t  the  form  of  a  gigantic  tortoise). 
What  sheds  a  light  so  soft  and  bright  ? 

Thales  {cojicealing  the  Homunxulus). 

Good  !  good  !     Come  nearer,  if  you'd  see't. 
Don't  grudge  the  trouble,  'tis  but  slight! 
And  show  yourself  upon  two  human  feet. 
'Tis  by  our  grace  and  leave  alone, 
That  what  we've  hidden  will  be  shown. 

Proteus. 
You  have  not  lost  your  skill  in  dodges  clever. 

Thales. 
Of  changing  shapes  you're  quite  as  fond  as  ever. 

{Uncovers  the  Homunculus. 

Proteus  {amazed). 
A  luminous  dwarf !     Was  never  such  sight?     Never! 

Thales. 
He  wants  advice  from  you,  for  he  would  fain 
To  being  real  and  complete  attain. 
He  came  into  the  world,  I've  heard  him  say. 
Only  by  half  in  some  mysterious  waj^ 
With  gifts  of  spirit  he  is  dowried  well. 
But  sorely  lacks  in  what  is  tangible. 
As  now  the  glass  there  only  gives  him  weight, 
He  with  all  speed  would  be  incorporate. 
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Proteus. 
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A  real  virgin's  son  art  thou  ; 

Thou  art  before  thou  ought  to  be,  somehow. 

Thales  {in  a  whisper). 

In  other  ways,  methinks,  all  is  not  right. 
He  is,  I  fancy,  an  hermaphrodite. 

Proteus. 
So  much  the  better,  since  in  every  case 
He's  sure  to  find  himself  not  out  of  place. 
But  much  reflection  here  no  good  will  do, 
In  the  wide  sea  you  must  begin  anew ! 
There  in  the  little  things  commence. 
And  on  the  less  delight  to  feed  : 
So  by  degrees  you  grow,  and  thence 
To  higher  excellence  succeed. 

HOMUNXULUS. 

The  air  blows  sweet  and  softly  liere.     The  dew 
Thrills  me  with  rapture  through  and  through. 

Proteus. 
Right,  right,  my  pretty  youth  !     And  you, 
As  you  go  on,  will  find  it  sweeter  still. 
On  this  small  tongue  of  land  the  dew 
Exhales  a  vapour  more  ineffable. 
See,  right  in  front  yon  wondrous  train, 
That's  wafted  hither  o'er  the  main! 
Come  with  me  to  them ! 

Tmales. 

Take  me  too  ! 

HOMUNCULUS. 

A  wondrous  ghostly  th'ree  are  we  to  view 
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Telchines  of  Rhodes 

Upojt  Hippocampi  and  Sea-dragons,  bearing 
Neptune  s  Trident. 

Chorus. 

The  trident  of  Neptune  we  forged,  that  at  will 

The  angriest  waves  of  the  ocean  can  still. 

If  the  Thund'rer  his  storm-clouds  unrolls  overhead, 

Straight  Neptune  opposes  their  armament  dread; 

And  as  down  from  above  lightning  quivers  and  flashes. 

So  up  from  below  wave  after  wave  dashes; 

And  the  bark,  that  in  anguish  'twixt  billow  and  blast 

Has  been  tossed  to  and  fro,  is  sucked  down  at  the  last; 

Then  as  he  has  lent  us  his  sceptre  to-day, 

Serene  and  at  ease  let  us  gambol  and  play ! 

Sirens. 

Hail,  ye  priests  of  Helios,  hail, 
Blest  ones  of  the  cheerful  day. 

Now  whilst  we  to  Luna  pale 
Our  devoted  homage  pay! 

Telchines. 

Fair  queen  of  the  bow  that  shines  o'er  us  so  bright, 

Thou  hearest  thy  brother  extolled  with  delight ! 

To  Rhodes  the  high-favoured  thine  ear  thou  dost  lend. 

Whence  unto  him  Paeans  eternal  ascend. 

He  begins  the  day's  course,  and  on  us  at  its  close 

A  long  level  glance  keen  and  fiery  he  throws. 

The  mountains,  the  cities,  the  shore,  and  the  wave. 

Give  delight  to  the  god,  and  are  beauteous  and  brave. 

No  mist  hangs  around  us,  and  if  one  comes  near, 

A  zephyr,  a  beam,  and  our  island  is  clear! 

In  manifold  shapes  he  beholds  himself  there. 

As  stripling,  as  giant,  as  mighty,  as  fair. 
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We,  we  were  the  first,  did  such  beings  divine 
In  the  forms,  not  unworthy,  of  mortals  enshrine  ! 

Protf.us. 
Let  them  sing,  and  let  them  boast ! 
Dead  works  are  a  jest,  at  most, 
Beside  the  sun's  life-giving  rays  ; 
They  melt  and  mould,  and  when  at  last 
Their  handiwork  in  brass  is  cast. 
Straightway  they  riot  in  its  praise. 
But  what's  the  end  of  all  their  vaunted  show  ! 
These  images  of  gods  renowned. 
An  earthquake  hurled  them  to  the  ground; 
And  they've  been  melted  down  long,  long  ago. 

The  throes  of  earth,  or  past  or  present, 

Are  always  anything  but  pleasant. 

Life  in  the  billows  better  fares ; 

Thee  to  the  eternal  waters  bears 

The  Dolphin  Proteus.     {Transforms  In mscl/.)  See, 

'tis  done  ! 
There  will  you  thrive  in  all  you  try: 
So  leap  upon  my  back,  and  I 
■Will  wed  you  to  the  deep  anon ! 

THAI.ICS. 

Yield  to  the  noble  aspiration 

Of  new-commencing  your  creation. 

Prepare  for  mighty  effort  now  ! 

By  laws  eternal  move,  and  thou. 

Through  countless  changes  having  passed, 

Shalt  rise  into  a  man  at  last. 

[HoMUNCULL'S  mounts  the  Protcns-dolpJiitu 

Protkus. 
In  spirit  hence  to  ocean  wide  ! 
Unfettered  there  shalt  thou  abide, 
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There  roam  as  blithe  as  free ; 
But  yearn  not  for  a  higher  state, 
For,  once  as  man  incorporate, 
All's  over  then  with  thee. 

Thales. 

That's  as  things  chance  :  it  is  a  fine  thing,  too, 
To  be  a  proper  man  in  season  due. 

Proteus  {to  Thales). 

If  of  your  stamp  he  be,  perchance  it  may. 
You  are  no  fleeting  creature  of  a  day  ; 
For  'tis  now  many  hundred  years,  since  I 
'Mongst  the  pale  ghosts  first  saw  you  trooping  by. 

Sirens  {o?i  the  rocks). 

Lo,  what  clouds  are  yonder  streaming 

Round  the  moon  in  circlet  bright ! 
Doves  they  are,  love-kindled,  gleaming. 

Pinioned  as  with  purest  light. 
Paphos  forth  has  sent  them,  glowing 

Harbingers  of  love  and  joy ; 
Perfect  is  our  feast,  o'erflowing 

Full  with  bliss  without  alloy ! 

Nereus  {advancing  to  Thales). 

Roamers  through  the  night  might  deem 

Yonder  halo  merely  haze. 

But  we  spirits  know  the  gleam. 

Hail  it  with  a  wiser  gaze. 

They  are  doves,  that  round  my  child 

In  her  shelly  chariot  fly, 

Wondrous  is  their  flight  and  wild, 

Learned  in  ages  long  gone  by. 
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Thales. 

I  too  look  on  that  as  best, 
Which  to  good  men  pleasure  gives, 
When  in  warm  and  cosy  nest 
Something  holy  haunts  and  lives. 

PSYLLI  AND  Marsi  {on  sea-biills,  sea-calves, 
and  rams). 

In  Cyprus'  wild  cave- recesses. 
Where  the  god  of  the  sea  annoys  not, 
Where  Seismos  shakes  and  destroys  not, 
Where  the  breeze  evermore  wafts  caresses, 
There  Cypris's  chariot,  the  golden, 
We  watch,  as  we  watched  in  the  olden 
Days,  in  contentment  serene  ; 
And  our  fairest  we  bring  in  the  hushing 
Of  night,  o'er  the  rippling  waves  rushing, 
In  the  bloom  of  her  loveliness  flushing, 
By  the  new  race  of  mortals  unseen. 
Our  duty  thus  silently  plying, 
Nor  eagle,  nor  yet  winged  lion, 
Dismays  us,  nor  cross,  no,  nor  crescent; 
However,  through  changes  incessant. 
On  earth  they  may  fool  it,  and  rule  it. 
Now  hither,  now  thitherward  swaying, 
Pursuing,  and  smiting,  and  slaying. 
Waste  cities  and  harvest-fields  laying. 
'Tis  ever  our  care. 
To  herald  our  mistress,  the  matchlessly  fair. 

Si  RUNS. 

Through  the  waves  serenely  cleaving, 

Circling  round  the  car  divine. 
And  like  serpents  interweaving. 

Row  on  row,  and  line  on  line. 
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Speed  ye  onwards,  stately  gliding,  j 

Ocean's  daughters,  pleasing  wild, 
With  you  Galatea  guiding. 

All  her  mother  in  my  child  ! 
Grave  is  she,  of  godlike  seeming, 

As  of  an  immortal  race. 
Yet,  like  gentle  human  women, 

Sweet,  and  of  alluring  grace. 

DoRiDES  {passing  in  chorus  before  Nereus,  chisteriitg 
upon  dolphins). 

Luna,  shine,  thy  radiance  pouring 

Round  this  flower  of  youth,  for  here 
To  our  sire  we  bring,  imploring 

His  goodwill,  our  bridegrooms  dear! 

[To  Nereus. 
Boys  we  rescued,  when  the  billow 

Whelmed  them  in  the  tempest's  wrack; 
Couching  them  on  rushy  pillow. 

We  to  life  caressed  them  back ! 
Now  with  kisses  to  delight  us, 

Kisses  all  of  fire,  must  they 
For  the  life  we  gave  requite  us : 

View  them,  then,  with  grace,  we  pray ! 

Nereus. 

The  twofold  gain  who  would  not  highly  treasure. 
In  doing  others  grace,  to  do  himself  a  pleasure .'' 

Dorides. 

Father,  did  we  well  .^     To  hold  them. 

Grant  us,  so  shall  we  be  blest : 
All  undying  let  us  fold  them 

To  our  ever-youthful  breast. 
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Nereus. 

Would  you  enjoy  your  lovely  prey, 

Then  mould  each  stripling  to  a  man; 
But  children,  know,  I  never  may 

Bestow  what  Zeus,  Zeus  only  can. 
The  wave,  on  which  you're  swept  and  tossed, 

Makes  love,  too,  changeful  evermore  : 
If  on  their  hearts  your  hold  be  lost. 

Best  set  them  quietly  on  shore! 

DORIDES. 

Sweet  boys,  we  love  ye  well,  but  soon 

From  you,  alas  !  must  sever; 
The  gods  deny  the  wished-for  boon, 

A  love  that  loves  for  ever. 

The  Youths. 

Still  love  and  tend  us,  and  your  own 

Stout  ship-boys  will  not  falter; 
Such  goodly  cheer  w'e  ne'er  have  known. 

Nor  would  for  better  alter. 

[Galatea  approaches  in  the  sliell  chariot. 

Nereus. 

My  darling! 

Galatea. 

O  father,  what  ecstasy! 
Stay,  dolphins,  stay  !     My  gaze  is  riveted  by  thee ! 

Nereus. 

Already  are  they  passed,  already  gone. 
In  sweeping  circles  steering  o'er  the  ocean  ; 
What  is  to  them  the  yearning  heart's  emotion.' 
Oh  would  that  I  with  them  were  sailing  on  ! 
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Yet  in  that  one  brief  glance  is  such  delight, 
As  doth  the  long  year's  yearning  well  requite  ! 

Thales. 
Hail!  hail!  hail  evermore  ! 
With  joy  I  am  brimming  o'er, 
Each  fibre  and  nerve,  through  and  through 
By  the  Beautiful  pierced,  and  the  True  ! 
From  water  sprang  all  things,  and  all 
Are  by  water  upheld  or  must  fall. 
Then,  ocean,  grant  thou  for  our  aiding 
Thine  influence  ever-pervading! 
If  by  thee  the  clouds  were  disspread  not. 
If  by  thee  the  rich  brooklets  were  shed  not, 
If  by  thee  the  streams  all  ways  were  sped  not. 
And  the  rush  of  the  torrents  were  fed  not. 
What  then  were  the  universe,  mountain  and  plain? 
'Tis  thou  dost  all  life  that  is  freshest  maintain  ! 

Echo. 
Chorus  of  the  whole  circle. 
'Tis  from  thee  flows  all  life  that  is  freshest  amain. 

Nereus. 
Already  they  are  far  from  shore. 
Meet  me  eye  to  eye  no  more  ! 
On  they  speed,  a  countless  train, 
All  in  festival  array, 
In  a  long  extended  chain. 
Winding,  circling  on  their  way. 
But  my  Galatea's  car. 
Still  I  see  it  sharp  and  bright! 
It  is  shining  like  a  star 
Through  them  all  upon  the  sight! 
That  dear  cynosure  is  steeped  in  light! 
Though  it  be  removed  so  far, 
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Still  it  shimmers  bright  and  clear, 
Ever  true  and  ever  near ! 

HOMUNCULUS. 

'Mid  these  waters  soft  and  bright, 
All  whereon  I  flash  my  light 
Is  bewitching  fair  I 

Proteus. 

'Mid  these  waters  living  bright. 
For  the  first  time  gleams  thy  light 
With  a  music  rare  I 

Neri;l'S. 

But  lo  !  what  fresh  mystery  yonder  between 

The  groups  of  the  children  of  ocean  is  seen  ? 

What  flames  round  the  car,  round  my  darling  one's  feet? 

Now  wildly  it  flashes,  now  softly,  now  sweet, 

As  if  with  love's  passionate  pulses  it  beat ! 

Tfiai.es. 

'Tis  Homunculus,  blinded  by  Proteus'  deceit! 

The  symptoms  are  these  of  a  yearning  intense; 

Soon  the  cry  shall  be  heard  of  an  agonised  moan : 

He  will  shatter  his  glass  on  the  radiant  throne. 

Now  it  flames,  now  it  lightens,  now  pours  forth  immense. 

Sirens. 

What  fiery  marvel  illumines  the  sea. 

Where  wave  breaks  on  wave  in  sparkles  of  light? 

It  so  lightens,  and  brightens,  and  flashes,  that  we 

.See  their  forms  all  aglow  as  they  move  through  the  night. 

And  flames  round  them  eddy  and  glimmer  and  gleam. 

Then  be  Eros,  of  all  the  Beginner,  supreme! 
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Hail,  ye  ocean  billows,  bound 
With  zone  of  holy  fire  around  ! 
Water,  hail!     Hail,  fire!     Hail,  all 
Doings  strange  that  here  befall ! 

General  Chorus. 

Hail,  ye  breezes,  blowing  free! 
Hail,  ye  caves  of  mystery ! 
You  we  praise,  and  you  adore 
Mighty  elemental  Four! 


ACT    III. 

SCENE. — In  front  of  the  Palace  of  Menelaus 
AT  Sparta. 

Enter  Helen,  ivith  a  Chorus  of  Captive  Trojan  Women. 
— Panthalis  leader  of  the  Chorus. 

Helena. 

I,  Helena,  of  men  much  famed,  and  much  reviled, 
From  yonder  shore,  where  we  but  now  have  landed,  come. 
Still  reeling  with  the  heave,  and  ever-restless  roll 
Of  ocean  billows  wild,  whose  high  and  foamy  crests. 
By  Euros'  might  and  great  Poseidon's  grace,  have  borne 
Us  back  from  Phrygia's  plains  to  these  our  native  bays. 
Now  on  the  sea-beach  joys  King  Menelaus,  thus 
Returning  safe  with  all  his  bravest  warriors  back. 
But  oh,  how  welcome  thou  to  me,  thou  mansion  fair, 
Which  Tyndarus,  my  sire,  when  home  returning,  reared, 
Hard  by  the  broad  incline  of  Pallas'  sacred  hill ; 
And,  when  I  here  with  Clytemnestra,  sisterly. 
With  Castor,  Pollux  too,  grew  up  in  gladsome  i)lay. 
That  in  its  trappings  rich  all  Sparta's  homes  excelled  ! 
Ye  portal's  brazen  wings,  lo,  here  I  bid  ye  hail! 
Through  ye,  wide  open  flung  with  hospitable  sweep, 
Did  Menelaus  first,  of  many  chosen  the  chief. 
Upon  my  vision  beam  in  bridegroom  guise  of  yore. 
Expand  to  me  again,  that,  as  doth  spouse  beseem. 
My  lord's  high  urgent  'best  I  rightly  may  fulfill 
Let  me  go  in,  and  oh  !  may  all  the  storms  of  fate. 
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Which   round    my  path   have   swept   till    now,    remain 

behind  ! 
For  since  I  parted  hence,  a  stranger  then  to  care. 
To  offer  homage  due  at  Cytherea's  shrine, 
And  there  was  by  a  spoiler  seized,  the  Phrygian  boy, 
Hath  misadventure  much  befallen,  which  men  are  fain 
To  babble  of,  but  which  offends  his  ear,  whose  tale, 
Expanding  as  it  spread,  to  gossip  fable  grew. 

Chorus. 

Fairest  of  women,  despise  not  thou 

The  treasure,  supreme  in  honour,  is  thine  ! 

For  to  thee,  thee  alone,  has  the  chief  boon  been  given, 

The  fame  of  a  beauty  unmatched  in  the  world. 

Before  the  hero  his  name  resounds, 

And  therefore  his  port  is  proud. 

But  even  the  stubbornest  veils  his  pride 

In  the  presence  of  beauty,  the  lord  of  all. 

Helena. 

Enough  said  !     With  my  lord  I  hitherward  have  sailed, 
And  now  before  him  I  am  to  his  city  sent ; 
Yet  what  his  purpose  is,  defies  me  to  divine. 
Come  I  as  consort  back?     Or  come  I  as  a  queen  ? 
Or  as  a  victim  for  the  princes'  direful  woes. 
And  for  the  years  of  loss  and  shame  the  Greeks  endured  ? 
A  captive,  or  a  friend  recaptured,  which  am  I  ? 
For  the  Immortals  marked  a  doubtful  fame,  belike. 
And  destiny  for  me, — companions  dread  that  wait 
On  beauty,  and  upon  the  very  threshold  here 
Stand  at  my  side  with  dark  and  threatening  mien. 
For  even  within  the  hollow  ship  my  husband  scarce 
Vouchsafed  to  me  one  look,  nor  word  of  comfort  spoke. 
As  brooding  some  fell  purpose,  fronting  me  he  sat. 
But  when  Eurotas'  deep-indented  bay  we  gained. 
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Scarce  of  our  vessels'  prows   the  foremost  kissed  the 

land, 
When,  starting  up,  he  spake,  as  by  the  God  inspired. 
"  My  warriors   troop    by   troop   shall    from    the   ships 

descend, 
And  I  will  marshal  them  in  order  on  the  beach  ; 
But  thou,  go  on  at  once,  still  keeping  by  the  banks. 
Wealthy  in  fruit,  that  bound  Eurotas'  sacred  stream, 
Driving    the   steeds   across    the    moist   bloom-dappled 

meads, 
Until  thou  shalt  arrive  on  the  delightsome  plain. 
Where  Lacedemon,  once  a  broad  and  fertile  field. 
Close  girdled  by  the  solemn  mountains,  lifts  its  roofs. 
There    enter    straight    the    lofty   tower-crowned    royal 

house. 
And  round  thee  call  the  maids  whom  there  I  left  behind. 
Also  the  Stewardess,  that  matron  old  and  sage. 
Bid  her  to  thee  the  pile  of  hoarded  treasures  shov\^ 
Was  by  thy  sire  bequeathed,  and  which,  in  war  and 

peace 
Augmenting  evermore,  I  have  myself  amassed. 
In  order  duly  ranged  thou'lt  find  them  all ;  for  'tis 
The  prince's  privilege  to  find,  on  his  return, 
The  things  preserved  with  care,  in  their  appointed  place, 
Even  as  he  left  them,  when  he  parted  from  his  home. 
P^or  nothing  of  himself  the  slave  hath  power  to  change." 

Chorus. 

Now  gladden  thine  eye  and  thy  heart  by  viewing 
The  glorious  treasures,  the  spoils  of  years  ! 
For  the  armlet  fair,  and  the  jewelled  crown 
Rest  haughtily  there,  of  their  lustre  proud  ; 
But  enter  and  challenge  them  all,  right  soon 
Shall  they  'quip  them  for  war. 
I  joy  in  the  conflict  where  beauty  vies 
With  gold  and  with  pearl  and  with  luminous  gem. 
HART  n.  L 
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Helena. 


Thereafter  from  my  lord  there  followed  this  command: 
"  Now  when  in  order  all  thou  thoroughly  hast  viewed, 
As  many  tripods  take,  as  thou  shalt  needful  deem. 
And  vessels  of  all  kinds,  which  he  at  hand  requires, 
Who  to  the  gods  performs  high  sacrificial  rites; — 
The  caldrons,  salvers  too,  and  patera  withal; 
Pure  water  crystal  clear  from  the  sacred  fount  be  by, 
In  lofty  pitchers — well-dried  fagots  furthermore. 
That  quickly  kindle  into  flame,  have  ready  there  ; 
And,  last  of  all,  fail  not  a  knife  of  keenest  edge; 
What  other  things  may  lack  I  trust  thy  care  to  find." 
So  spake  he,  urging  my  departure  straight;  but  nought 
That  breathes  the  breath  of  life  did  his  injunctions  show, 
Which  he,  in  honour  of  the  Olympians,  wished  to  slay, 
'Tis   very  strange ;   yet    I    will   nurse   that   thought  no 

more, 
But  leave  all  to  the  will  of  the  great  gods  on  high. 
Who  bring  to  pass  whate'er  they  in  their  minds  decree ; 
And  seem  it  good  to  man,  or  seem  it  ill,  it  must 
Be  borne  ;  for  mortal  man,  his  duty  is  to  bear. 
The  ministering  priest  full  many  a  time  hath  raised 
The  ponderous  axe  above  the  earth-bowed  victim's  neck. 
Yet  could  not  strike  the  blow,  for  suddenly  his  hand 
By  intervening  foe  or  deity  was  stayed. 

Chorus. 

The  fate  of  the  future  thou  canst  not  divine. 

Enter,  queen,  enter, 

Be  of  good  cheer! 

Good  and  ill  cometh 

To  man  without  warning; 

E'en  when  foretold  us  we  credit  it  not. 

What  saw  we,  when  Troy  was  in  flames,  before  us? 

Death,  death  only,  a  death  of  shame  ! 
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Yet  are  we  not  here, 
Mated  with  thee,  serving  thee  joyfully, 
Beholding  the  sun  in  heaven  resplendent, 
Beholding  what  is  on  the  earth  most  fair, 
Thee,  to  us  happy  ones  gracious  and  kind  ! 

Helena. 

A  truce  to  fear!     Whate'er  betide,  'tis  meet  that  I, 
No  longer  lingering,  should  ascend  the  royal  house, 
Which,   long  lost,  sighed  for  much,  and  wellnigh  for- 
feited. 
Stands  once  again  before  my  eyes,  I  know  not  how. 
With  weak  and  tottering  tread  I  mount  its  lofty  steps, 
Up  which  erewhile  I  sprang,  a  light  and  frolic  child. 

Chorus. 

Fling,  O  ye  sisters,  that 

Mourn  your  captivity. 

Grief  to  the  winds  ! 

Share  in  the  bliss 

Of  your  mistress, 

Share  in  Helena's  bliss. 

Who  joyfully  neareth 

The  hearth  of  her  fathers 

With  step  that,  though  late 

To  return,  is  more  firm 

For  the  years  that  have  flown. 

Praise  ye  the  holy, 

Happy- restoring 

And  home-bringing  gods! 

Over  fate's  rudest  shocks. 

As  upon  pinions. 

Floats  the  enfranchised  one,  the  while 

The  captive,  vainly  his  arms  outspreading 
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Over  his  dungeon's  ramparts, 
Pines  dejected  away. 

But  a  god  caught  her  up 

In  her  exile  afar; 

And  from  Ilion's  ruins 

Transported  her  back 

To  the  old,  newly  decorate 

Home  of  her  sires. 

After  unspeakable 

Pleasures  and  pains. 

On  the  days  of  her  childhood 

To  ponder  anew\ 

Panthalis  {as  leader  of  the  Chorus). 

Forsake  we  now  the  joy-environed  path  of  song, 
And  turn  our  gaze  awhile  upon  the  portal's  wings. 
What  see  I,  sisters?     Lo,  the  queen  returning  here, 
And  flying  too  with  wild  and  agitated  step .'' 
What  is  it,  mighty  queen  ?    What  sight  or  sound  of  dread 
Could  greet  thee  in  thy  halls,  instead  of  welcoming 
From  thine  own  people  ?     This  expect  not  to  conceal; 
For  plainly  can  I  read  displeasure  on  thy  brow, 
A  wrath  of  noble  sort,  that  struggles  with  surprise. 

Helena  {who  has  entered  in  great  agitation,  leaving 
the  folding-doors  open). 

Beseemeth  not  Jove's  child  to  own  a  vulgar  dread, 
Nor  fleeting  touch  of  fear  hath  power  to  move  her  soul. 
But  Horror  grim,  that,  in  the  womb  of  ancient  Night 
And  Chaos  old  begot,  in  form  and  shape  diverse, 
As  clouds  of  lurid  smoke  from  the  volcano's  throat, 
Comes  whirling  forth,  doth  even  the  hero's  breast  appal. 
In  such  appalling  wise  the  Stygian  gods  to-day 
My  entrance  to  my  home  have  signalised,  that  fain 
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I  would,  like  guest  dismissed,  for  ever  bid  farewell 

To  that  dear  threshold,  ofttime  trod,  and  yearned  for 

long. 
But  no  !  I  have  retreated  hither  to  the  light, 
Nor  shall  ye  drive  me  further,  Powers,  whate'er  ye  be  ! 
Some  expiation  I'll  devise,  then,  purged  from  blame, 
The  hearth-fire  may  bid  hail  the  consort  like  her  lord. 

Panthalis. 

Disclose,  O  noble  queen,  to  thy  handmaidens,  who 

In  reverence  and  in  love  attend  thee,  what  hath  chanced  ! 

Helena. 

The  thing  that  I  have  seen  your  eyes  shall  also  see, 
If  ancient  Night  hath  not  within  her  murky  womb 
With   sudden   close   engulfed   the  creature  which   she 

bred. 
That  ye  may  know  it,  list !     My  words  its  form  shall 

paint. 
As  I,  my  thoughts  intent  upon  my  mission,  passed 
With  solemn  tread  along  the  inmost  palace  halls, 
I  marvelled  at  the  hushed  and  vacant  corridors. 
No  sound  fell  on  the  ear  of  moving  to  and  fro. 
Nor  met  the  eye  the  sweep  of  quick  and  busy  haste. 
No  maid  was  to  be  seen,  nor  stewardess,  who  erst 
With  friendly  welcome  wont  all  strangers  to  salute. 
But  to  the  inner  hearth  when  I  had  made  my  way. 
There,  by  the  embers  of  the  smouldering  fire,  I  saw. 
Crouched   on   the  ground,  a   woman   thickly   muffled, 

huge ; 
Asleep  she  seemed  not,  but  like  one  in  reverie  wrapt. 
With  voice  of  stern  command  I  bade  her  "  Up,  to  work  !  " 
Not  doubting  'twas  the  aged  stewardess,  the  same 
My  lord  had  sagely  left  behind  to  guard  his  home; 
Yet  moveless  as  a  stone,  still  muffled  there  she  sits. 
Stirred  by  my  threats,  at  length  she  raises  her  right  arm, 
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As  though  from  hearth  and  hall  to  beckon  me  away. 

In  wrath  I  turn  away  from  her,  and  presently 

Speed  to  the  steps  whereon  towers  high  the  thalamus, 

Magnificently  decked,  the  treasure-room  hard  by ; 

But  swiftly  from  the  ground  up  springs  the  wondrous 

shape. 
Imperiously  obstructs  my  passage,  and  displays, 
In  long  and  meagre  bulk,  with  hollow  bloodshot  eyes, 
A  form  so  wild  and  weird,  might  eye  and  soul  confound. 
But  to  the  winds  I  speak  ;  for  impotent  are  words, 
To  body  forth  to  life  such  images  as  these. 
There  !     See  her  for  yourselves!     She  dares  confront  the 

light ! 
Here  we  bear  sway,  until  our  royal  lord  arrives. 
The   ghastly  births   of   Night  doth    Phoebus,   Beauty's 

friend. 
Chase  to  their  native  dens,  or  fetter  fast  in  chains. 

[Phorkyas  appears  oti  the  threshold  between 
the  door-posts. 

Chorus. 

Much  have  I  seen  and  known,  though  my  tresses 
Youthfully  undulate  still  round  my  temples. 
Horrors  I've  witnessed  full  many,  the  woful 
Havoc  of  warfare,  Ilion,  the  night 
When  it  fell ! 

Over  the  cloud-covered,  dust-thickened  din  of 
Death-grappling  warriors,  heard  I  the  gods 
Shouting,  dread  clamour!  heard  I  the  brazen 
Voices  of  Discord  clang  through  the  field 
To  the  walls. 

Ah,  they  yet  towered  high,  Ilion's 
Walls!     But  the  merciless 
Flame  shot  from  roof  to  roof, 
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Spreading  and  broadening, 
Hithervvard,  thitherward, 
Fanned  by  the  fury 
Itself  had  engendered, 
Over  the  city  by  night. 

Flying  I  saw,  through  smoke  and  glare, 
And  tongues  of  eddying  flame. 
Deities  grimly  stalk  in  wrath. 
Figures  wonderful,  gigantic, 
Striding  through  the  dusky 
Fire-iilumined  gloom. 

Did  I  see,  or  was  it  fancy 

Shaped  amid  my  spirit's  anguish 

Phantoms  so  confused  and  wild  ? 

That  I  ne'er  may  tell. 

Yet  that  with  my  eyes  I  gaze  on 

This  revolting  thing  before  me, 

Of  a  verity  I  know. 

Yea,  my  very  hands  might  grasp  it. 

Did  not  terror  hold  me  back 

From  the  venture  dread. 

Which  of  the  daughters 

Of  Phorkys  art  thou? 

For  of  her  kindred 

Surely  thou  art. 

Art  thou,  perchance,  sprung  of  the  Graiae, 

Sisters  appalling,  of  Darkness  engendered, 

Alternately  using 

One  eye  and  one  tooth? 

Darest  thou,  monster, 
.Sidelong  with  beauty, 
Thyself  unto  Phoebus' 
Keen  glances  unveil? 
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Yet  come  thou  out  boldly,  it  recks  not, 
For  on  ugliness  looketh  he  never, 
Even  as  his  blessed  eye  never 
The  gloom  of  a  shadow  beholds. 

But  alas  !  we  mortals  are  fated 

By  a  woful  doom  to  endure 

The  unspeakable  anguish  of  eye. 

Which  the  monstrous,  the  evermore  loathly, 

In  lovers  of  beauty  awake. 

Hear  then,  hear,  if  unblushingly 

Thou  wilt  confront  us,  curses, 

Threatenings  of  manifold  ill 

From  the  ban-laden  lips  of  the  blest  ones, 

Who  are  moulded  and  made  by  the  gods ! 

Phorkyas. 

Old  is  the  saw,  but  true  its  meaning  and  profound, 

That  modesty  doth  ne'er  with  beauty,  hand  in  hand. 

One  common  path  along  the  verdant  earth  pursue. 

Enrooted  deep  in  both  hate  from  of  old  abides. 

And  thus  where'er,  whene'er,  they  cross  each  other's  track, 

Each  doth  her  back  upon  her  adversary  turn. 

Then  speedeth  on  her  way  with  quickened  tread  again ; 

Coy  modesty  perplexed,  but  beauty  proud  and  fierce. 

Till  Orcus'  hollow  night  at  length  devours  her  up. 

If  Age  hath  not  before  subdued  her  haughty  pride. 

Ye  wantons,  now  I  find  ye,  wafted  from  afar. 

Wagging  your  saucy  tongues,  like  flight  of  clangorous 

cranes. 
Hoarse-screaming  as  they  wing  above  our  heads,  a  long 
And  sable  cloud,  and  send  a  croaking  clamour  down. 
Which  lures  the  wanderer,  pacing  silent  on  his  way. 
To  raise  his  eyes  aloft;   but  they  hold  on  their  course. 
And  so  goes  he  on  his  :  so  will  it  be  with  us. 
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Who,  then,  are  ye,  that  thus  with  Maenad  fury  wild. 
Like  drunken  brawlers,  dare  these  royal  gates  assail? 
Who  are  ye,  I  would  know,  that  howl  your  wrath  against 
The  house's  stewardess,  like  dogs  that  bay  the  moon? 
Think  ye,  I  know  not  well  the  kith  whereof  ye  come? 
Thou  callow  brood,  begot  of  war,  in  battle  nursed, 
Lascivious  crew,  at  once  seducing  and  seduced, 
That  sap  the  warrior's  strength,  the  burgher's  too  as  well ! 
Thus  huddled  here,  to  me  ye  seem  a  locust  swarm. 
Alighted  like  a  cloud  upon  the  early  grain. 
Consumers  ye  of  others'  industry!     Smooth-lipped 
Destroyers  of  the  fruits  of  year-long  wary  thrift ! 
And  thou,  thou  ravished,  huckstered,  fingered  piece  of 
goods  ! 

Helena. 

Who,  with  the  mistress  by,  the  handmaids  dares  to  chide, 
Audaciously  usurps  her  privilege  of  rule  ; 
For  unto  her  alone  pertains  it  to  extol 
Whoso  be  worthy  praise,  as  to  chastise  the  ill. 
Full  well  content  am  I  with  the  good  service  they 
Did  at  my  bidding,  when  great  Ilion's  mighty  strength 
That  lengthened  leaguer  stood,  and  fell,  and  low  was  laid  ; 
Nor  less  throughout  our  travel's  drear  vicissitudes. 
Where  people  commonly  think  only  of  themselves. 
Here  from  the  busy  train  like  conduct  I  expect; 
Not  what  the  servant  is,  but  how  he  serves,  the  lord 
Inquires.    Then  silence,  thou  !  and  rail  on  them  no  more ! 
If  thou  the  royal  house  hast  duly  kept  till  now. 
The  mistress'  place  supplying,  be  it  to  thy  praise. 
But  now  herself  is  come,  step  back  into  thy  sphere. 
Lest  chastisement,  not  guerdon,  follow  as  thy  due  ! 

Phorkyas. 
To  chide  the  household  is  a  high  prerogative, 
Which  the  heaven-favoured  lord's  illustrious  spouse,  by 
years 
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Of  management  discreet,  most  rightfully  doth  earn. 
As  thou,  whom  now  I  know,  dost  here  again  resume 
Thy  whilom  place  of  queen,  and  mistress  of  the  house, 
Seize  thou  the  reins,  that  long  have  hung  relaxed,  rule 

now, 
The  treasures  take   in   charge,  and  take    us   too   with 

them ; 
But,  chief  of  all,  shield  me,  that  oldest  am  in  years 
From  this  pert  band,  who  near  thy  swan-like  loveliness 
Are  but  a  flock  of  cackling  poorly  feathered  geese. 

Panthalis. 
How  hideous  showeth  hideousness  by  beauty's  side ! 

Phorkyas. 
How  foolish  by  the  side  of  wisdom  foolishness! 

{The  folloiving  repartees  are  spoke7i  by  the  Choretides, 
stepping  out  individually  fro7n  the  Chorus  .•) 

Choretide  i. 
Tell  us  of  father  Erebus,  of  mother  Night ! 

Phorkyas. 
Then  speak  of  Scylla  thou,  thy  sister  uterine! 

Choretide  2. 
From  thy  ancestral  stock  hath  many  a  monster  sprung. 

Phorkyas. 
Away  to  Orcus,  seek  thy  kith  and  kindred  there ! 

Choretide  3. 

Who  have  their  dwelling  there  are  much  too  young  for 
thee. 
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Phorkyas. 
Tiresias,  hoar  with  eld,  go  wooing  unto  him! 

Choretide  4. 
Thy  great-granddaughter  was  Orion's  nurse,  I  trow, 

Phorkyas. 
By  Harpies  thou,  I  ween,  wert  fattened  up  in  filth. 

Choretide  5. 
Such  scragginess  supreme,  how  dost  thou  nourish  that? 

Phorkyas. 
Not  with  the  blood  which  thou  art  ever  keen  to  lap. 

Choretide  6. 
Thy  teeth  for  corpses  long,  a  loathly  corpse  thyself. 

Phorkyas. 
Pah  !  in  thy  saucy  chops  a  vampire's  grinders  gleam. 

Leader  of  the  Chorus. 
Thine  should  be  closed,  were  I  to  mention  who  thou  art. 

Phorkyas. 
Name  thou  thine  own  name  first,  then  is  the  riddle  solved. 

Helena. 

In  sorrow,  not  in  wrath,  I  interpose  to  place 
My  ban  upon  this  wild  and  stormy  war  of  words. 
For  to  the  master  nought  more  mischievous  befalls, 
Than  rancours  by  his  trusty  serfs  in  secret  nursed. 
His  mandates'  echo  then  returns  to  him  no  more 
Harmoniously  in  deeds  with  ready  zeal  performed  ; 
No  !   gusts  of  wilful  brawl  buzz  evermore  around 
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His  \vildered  head,  while  he  commands  and  chides  in 

vain; 
Nor  this  alone.     Ye  have  in  your  unmannered  wrath 
Evoked   and    conjured    forth    dread    forms   of   mould 

unblest, 
That  throng  upon  me  so,  I  feel  as  I  were  dragged 
To  Orcus  down,  despite  the  natal  soil  I  tread. 
Is't  memory,  or  fancy,  thus  lays  hold  on  me? 
Was  I  all  this  ?  or  am  I  ?     Or  am  I  to  be 
The  phantoni  dire  to  scare  yon  town-destroying  crew? 
My  maidens  quail ;  but  thou,  the  oldest  of  them  all, 
Thou  art  unmoved, — then  speak,  resolve  me  of  my  fears. 

Phorkvas. 
Who  on  long  years  of  joy  diversified  looks  back, 
To  him  heaven's  choicest  gifts  appear  at  last  a  dream. 
But  thou,  high-favoured  far  beyond  all  bound  or  stint, 
Along  thy  way  of  life  didst  only  suitors  see, 
With  souls  on  fire  to  dare  all  perils  for  thy  love. 
Thee  Theseus,  fired  with  passion,  early  carried  off, 
A  man  of  glorious  mould,  and  stout  as  Hercules. 

Helena. 
He  bore  me  off  by  force,  a  ten  years'  timorous  doe, 
And  in  Aphidnus'  keep  in  Attica  immured. 

Phorkyas. 
But  thence  by  Castor  and  by  Pollux  soon  set  free, 
A  rare  heroic  band  came  wooing  to  thy  feet. 

Helena. 
But  my  heart's  secret  love,  I  willingly  avow, 
Patroclus  won,  that  was  Pelides'  other  self. 

Phorkvas. 
Yet  thee  thy  father  did  to  Menelaus  plight, 
The  ocean-rover  bold,  the  house-sustainer  too. 
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Helena. 

H;s  daughter  and  with  her  his  sceptre  too  he  gave; 
> ^ A  from  these  nuptials  sprang  Hermione  my  child. 

Phorkyas. 

t  whilst  afar  for  Crete,  his  heritage,  he  fought, 
>le  on  thy  solitude  a  guest  was  all  too  fair. 

Helena. 

W  lerefore  remind  me  thus  ofthat  half  widowhood, 
d  all  the  train  of  ills  which  had  from  it  their  birth  ? 

Phorkyas. 

lat  voyage  caused  to  me,  a  free-born  child  of  Crete, 
iptivity, — a  doom  of  lifelong  slavery. 

Helena. 

His  stewardess  wert  thou  appointed  here  full  soon, 
With  much  intrusted, — house  and  treasure  stoutly  won, 

Phorkyas. 

which  didst  thou  desert  for  Ilion's  tower-girt  town, 
d  for  the  joys  of  love  that  perish  not,  nor  pall. 

Helena. 

^;  cak  not  to  me  of  joys  !     No  !     Anguish,  bitter  woe 
H.ive  'whelmed  me,  heart  and  brain,  like  an  unending 
sea  ! 

Phorkyas. 

Yt'  is  it  said,  that  thou  a  twofold  form  didst  wear, 
In  Ilion  seen,  and  seen  in  Egypt  too  the  while. 

Helena. 

My  weak  and  wandering  mind  confound  not  utterly. 
W'o,  what  I  truly  am,  even  now  I  cannot  tell. 
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Phorkyas. 
And  furthermore  they  say,  that  from  the  phantom-world 
Achilles  rose  heart-fired,  and  linked  himself  with  thee  ! 
Thee  loving  from  of  yore,  despite  all  Fates's  resolves. 

Helena. 

A  phantom  I  to  him  a  phantom  was  allied. 

It  was  a  dream,  the  words  themselves  proclaim  as  much. 

I  faint  away,  and  grow  a  phantom  to  myself. 

\_Smks  into  the  arms  of  the  Seini-chortis. 

Chorus. 
Silence!  silence  ! 
Thou  of  the  evil  eye, 
Thou  of  the  evil  tongue  ! 
Through  lips  of  such  ghastliness, 
Grim  with  one  tooth,  what 
Fell  exhalations 
Rise  from  a  gulf  so  revolting  and  dread  ! 

For  the  malignant  that  masks  him  in  kindness. 
Heart  of  a  wolf  'neath  the  fleece  of  a  sheep, 
Strikes  me  with  terror,  far  more  than  three-headed 
Cerberus'  throat. 

Fearfully  watching  we  stand 
When?     How?    Where  will  it  burst, 
The  deep-brooding  storm 
Of  a  malice  so  vile  ? 

And  thou,  too,  instead  of  words  freighted  with  comfort, 
Tempered  with  kindness,  and  lulling  as  Lethe, 
Summonest  forth  from  the  past  recollections 
Of  all  that  is  evil,  ignoring  the  good, 
Nor  only  the  sheen  of  the  Present 
Darken'st  with  shadows,  but  also 
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The  delicate  dawn  of  a  future, 
Illumed  with  the  sunshine  of  Hope. 

Silence  !  silence  ! 
That  the  soul  of  our  mistress, 
Even  now  in  the  act  to  take  flight, 
May  linger,  still  firmly  may  cleave  to 
That  form,  of  all  forms  the  divinest, 
Which  ever  the  sunshine  beheld. 

[Helena  revives,  and  agam  stands  7tp  in 
the  midst  of  her  attendants. 

Phorkyas. 

Forth  from  clouds  of  fleeting  vapour  come,  this  day's 

resplendent  sun. 
Veiled,  thy  glories  woke  our  rapture,  dazzling  now  thy 

radiance  shines! 
As  the  world  before  thee  kindles,  look  forth  thou  with 

gracious  eyes. 
Though  they  rail  on  me  as  hideous,  what  is  beauty  well 

I  know. 

Helena. 

Heart-sick  from  the  void  I  totter,  which  possessed  my 

swimming  brain. 
Oh   how  gladly  would   I   rest   me, — for  my  limbs   are 

weary-sore ! 
Yet  beseems  it  queens,  yea,  truly,  it  beseems  all  mortals 

well, 
With  a  bold  and  tranquil  spirit  to  abide  all  threatened  ill. 

Phorkyas. 

Standing  in  thy  might  before  us,  standing  in  thy  beauty 

there. 
Tells  thine  eye,  command  befits  thee.     What  dost  thou 

command  me?    Speak! 
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Helena. 

To   retrieve   the   moments   wasted    in    your  wrangling 

straight  prepare ! 
Haste!  arrange  a  sacrifice,  as  the  King  commanded  me. 

Phorkyas. 

All  within   the  house  is  ready,  patera,  tripod,  hatchet 

keen, 
For  besprinkling,    for   befuming;   say,  what   shall    the 

victim  be  ? 

Helena. 
That  the  King  disclosed  not. 

Phorkyas. 
Spake  he  not  of  that.-*  Oh  v  .>rd  of  wo'  ' 

Helena. 
Why  this  grief,  that  overcomes  thee  ? 

Phorkyas. 

(2ueen,  thou  art  the  ViCiim  meant. 

Helena. 


I? 

And  these. 


Phorkyas. 


Chorus. 
Oh,  woe  and  wailing! 

Phorkyas. 
Thou  shall  fall  ben«  ti.h  the  axe. 

Helena. 
Fearful !     Yet  my  heart  foretold  it ! 
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Phorkyas. 

No  escape  can  I  descry. 

Chorus. 
! '     And  we  !     What  will  befall  us  ? 

Phorkyas. 

She  shall  die  a  noble  death ; 
*  upon  the  Infry  rafter  that  supports  the  roof  within, 
.  like  thrushes  in  the  birding-time,  shall  flutter  in  a  row. 
[Helena  ami  Chorus  stand  astounded  and 
horror-struck  in  an  expressive  and  we  li- 
st udied  group. 
~r  spectres  !     There  ye  stand  like  images  of  stone, 
ired  to  quit  the  day,  the  day  which  is  not  yours, 
»i.mkind,  that  are  no  more  than  spectres,  even  as  you. 
I  Bid  to  the  sun,  like  you,  reluctantly  farewell ; 
Yet  prayer  nor  mortal  might  can  wrest  them  from  their 
'  doom : 

All  know,  the  end  must  come ;  yet  few  can  welcome  it. 
Enough  I     Your  fate  is  sealed.     So  to  the  task  at  once! 
[C/api   her  hands;   thereupon  masked  diuarßsh 
figttr.s  appear  at   the  portai,    who   actively 
carry  into  execution  her  orders  as  they  are 
delivered. 
Approarh,  ye  dusky,  round,  unsightly  atomies. 
Trundle  your'ielves  along,  here's  mischief  rare  afoot. 
The  altar  home*'  with  gold,  a  place  for  it  prepare. 
Upon  the  silver  rim  the  gleaming  hatchet  lay; 
The  water-pitci  rrs  fill,  of  them  we  shall  have  need, 
To  wash  the  ]  lo  hy  gore's  unsightly  stains  away. 
Spread  here  up  >'\  the  dust  the  tissued  carpet  fine, 
That  so  the  vitnm  down  right  royally  may  kneel, 
And  coiled  .viiliin  its  folds,  head  shorn  from  trunk,  but 

still 
With  all    '  .         .ce,  may  to  the  sepulchre  be  borne  I 

M 
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Leader  of  the  Chorus. 
Absorbed  in  thought,  apart  my  royal  mistress  stands, 
Her  maidens  droop  and  blench  like  meadow-grass  that's 

mown ; 
Yet  seemeth  it  to  me  the  eldest  not  unmeet, 
With  thee  to  parley,  that  in  primal  eld  wert  born. 
Experienced,  sage  thou  art,  to  us  seem'st  well  disposed. 
Though  yonder  brainless  crew  assailed  thee  with  con- 
tempt. 
Then  say,  if  chance  of  rescue  any  thou  dost  know\ 

Phorkyas. 
Not  hard  is  that  to  say ;  but  with  the  queen  it  rests, 
To  liberate  herself,  and  you  her  train  with  her. 
But  then  decision  lacks,  and  of  the  promptest  too. 

Chorus. 
Most  to  be  revered  of  Parese,  wisest  of  the  Sibyls  thou. 
Folded  keep  the  golden  shears,  and  life  and  weal  to  us 

proclaim. 
For  we  feel  already  wavering,  swinging,  dangling,  un- 

delightsome. 
Our  poor  little  limbs,  that  rather  in  the  dance  of  yore 

delighted, 
And  in  lover's  soft  embrace. 

Helena. 
Leave  these  to  their  laments  !     Grief  do  I  feel— no  fear! 
Yet  if  escape  thou  know'st,  my  gratitude  be  thine! 
To  wise  far-seeing  souls  even  the  impossible 
Oft  possible  appears.     Then  speak — thy  plan  reveal ! 

Chorus. 
Speak,  and  tell  us,  tell  us  quickly;  how  shall  we  eschew 

the  dismal 
Loathsome  noose,  that  waits,  oh  horror,  like  a  carcanet 

detested 
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Round  our  necks  to  coil?    Already,  luckless  wretches, 

we  can  feel  it, 
Twisting,  stifling,  choking,  if  thou,  Rhea,  mother  high 

and  mighty 
Of  the  Gods,  relentest  not. 

Phorkyas. 
Have  ye  the  patience  then,  in  peace  to  list  a  plan 
Of  somewhat  tedious  length  ?     Its  turns  are  manifold. 

Chorus. 
Abundant  patience!     .So  that  listening  we  shall  live. 

Phorkyas. 

The  man  who  keeps  at  home,  guarding  great  store  of 

wealth. 
And  pargetting  his  mansion's  walls  from  time  to  time, 
His  roof  securing  too  against  the  battering  rain, 
With  him  it  shall  go  well  through  length  of  many  days; 
But  he  that  overleaps  with  mad  and  fickle  haste 
His  threshold's  sacred  bounds,  nor  ever  stays  to  think. 
On  his  return  will  find  the  ancient  place,  indeed. 
But  topsy-turvy  all,  even  if  not  wholly  wrecked. 

HiiLENA. 

Why  these  trite  saws  at  such  a  time  as  this.'     Thou  wert 
To  tell  thy  tale.     Stir  not  what  only  serves  to  gall .' 

Phorkyas. 

I  mentioned  facts.     Reproach  was  never  in  my  thought. 
King  Meneltius  swept  the  seas  from  bay  to  bay; 
Mainland  and  isles,  on  all  he  swoo|)ed,  and  spoiled  their 

wealth, 
Which  hither  he  brought  back,  and  yonder  is  it  stored. 
Ten  tedious  years  before  the  walls  of  Troy  he  spent. 
How  many  to  come  home  it  passeth  me  to  tell. 


i8o  FAUST. 

But  how  stand  matters  here  the  while  at  Tyndarus' 
High  mansion?     How  with  all  his  territories  round? 

Helena. 

Is  sarcasm,  then,  in  thee  so  thoroughly  ingrained, 
Thou  canst  not  ope  thy  lips,  unless  to  gibe  and  rail  ? 

Phorkyas. 

Thus  many  a  long  year  was  the  mountain-glen  forlorn, 
Which  north  from  Sparta  to  the  upper  lands  extends 
Behind  Taygetus,  where  rolls  Eurotas  down, 
A  merr)^  prattling  brook,  and  thence  along  our  vale 
Spreads  out  among  the  reeds,  which  shield  your  favourite 

swans. 
Among  the  mountains  there,  a  bold  and  stalwart  race. 
Forth  issuing  from  Cimmerian  night,  their  quarters  fixed, 
And  there  a  tower-girt  keep  impregnable  have  reared, 
From  which  they  harry  land  and  people  when  they  list. 

Helena. 
How  could  they  so?     That  were  impossible,  methinks. 

Phorkyas. 
Most  ample  time  they  had,  some  twenty  years,  or  so. 

Helena. 
Is  there  one  chief?     Or  a  confederate  robber-band? 

Phorkyas. 

No  robbers  they,  yet  one  they  as  their  chief  obey. 
I  blame  him  not,  not  I,  though  hither  once  he  came. 
He  might  have  plundered  all,  yet  was  content  with  some 
Few  things,  free  gifts  he  called  them,  tribute  not  at  all. 

Helena, 
How  looks  he? 
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Phorkyas. 

Not  amiss!     Agreeable,  say  I. 
A  man  he  is  of  parts,  quick-witted,  handsome,  bold. 
Endowed  with  gifts  of  soul,  like  few  among  the  Greeks. 
They  call  the  race  Barbarians,  yet  of  them,  methinks, 
Not  one  so  savage  is,  as  at  beleaguered  Troy 
Heaps  of  your  man-devouring  heroes  proved  themselves. 
He's  truly  great;  myself  I  trusted  in  his  hands. 
And  then  his  castle,  that  you  for  yourself  should  see! 
Far  other  thing  it  is  than  that  rude  bouider-work. 
Your  ancestors,  poor  botchers,  crudely  huddled  up 
Like  Cyclops,  Cyclop  fashion,  rude  amorphous  crag 
On  crag  amorphous  heaving;  there,  believe  me,  there 
Is  all  symmetrical,  and  shaped  by  square  and  rule. 
Look  on  it  from  without  I     High  up  to  heaven  it  soars, 
So  straight,  so  closely  jointed,  mirror-smooth  as  steel. 
To   clamber  there — why  even    the   very  thought  slides 

down. 
Within,  again,  are  halls  and  spacious  courts,  begirt 
With  mason-work  substantial,  every  sort  and  kind. 
Pilaster,  pillar,  arch,  and  spandril  there  you  see. 
Balconies,  galleries,  for  looking  out  and  in, 
And  scutcheons. 

HiiLENA. 

Scutcheons  !     What  are  scutcheons? 

Phorkyas. 

Ajax  bore 
A  wreathed  snake,  yourselves  have  seen  it,  on  his  shield. 
The  Seven  that  'leaguered  Thebes  bore  carved  devices 

too, 
1-ach  on  his  shield  had  one,  of  sense  symbolical. 
There  moon  and   stars  were  seen  in   the  great  vault  of 

heaven. 
There  goddess,  hero,  ladder,  torches,  swords  withal. 
And  whatsoever  tlse  threats  cities  fair  with  doom. 
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Even  such  devices,  too,  our  band  of  heroes  bears. 

In   colours   bright,   from  their  great-grandsires  handed 

down. 
There  lions,  eagles,  claws  and  beaks  ye  may  behold, 
The  horns  of  buffaloes,  wings,  roses,  peacocks*  tails. 
With  bandelets  of  gold,  black,  silver,  blue,  and  red; 
Such  matters,  row  on  row,  are  on  the  walls  uphung. 
In  never-ending  halls,  as  spacious  as  the  world. 
Rare  places  these  to  dance  ! 

Chorus. 

Say,  be  there  dancers  there  ? 

Phorkyas. 

Ay,  of  the  best  !     A  gay  and  gold-locked-  buxom  crew ; 
All  redolent  of  youth  !     Such  as  was  Paris,  when 
He  came  too  near  our  queen. 

Helena. 

Again  thou  fallest  quite 
Out  of  thy  part ;  proceed,  and  bring  it  to  a  close! 

Phorkyas. 
That  thou  shalt  do,  so  thou  pronounce  a  serious  "Yes!" 
Then  with  that  castle  straight  will  I  surround  thee. 

Chorus. 

Speak, 
Oh,  speak  the  little  word,  and  save  thyself  and  us ! 

Helena. 
What  cause  have  I  to  fear,  King  Menelaus  should 
With  cruelty  so  fell  desire  to  work  me  woe  ? 

Phorkyas. 
Hast  thou  forgot,  how  thy  Deiphobus  of  yore. 
The  slaughtered  Paris'  brother,  in  unheard-of  wise 
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He  mangled,  him  that  made  thy  widowhood  his  prey, 
And  rifled  all  thy  charms;  his  nose  and  ears  he  slit, 
And  maimed  him  so  beside,  'twas  dismal  to  behold. 

Helena. 
This  to  that  churl  he  did  ;  for  my  sake  was  it  done. 

Phorkyas. 

Because  of  that  same  churl  he'll  do  the  same  to  thee. 
Beauty  may  not  be  shared  ;  who  once  hath  owned  it  all. 
He  sooner  than  participate,  will  end  it  quite. 

\Triimpets  in  the  distance.     The  Chorus 
huddle  together. 
As  the  shrill  trumpet's  blast  doth  ear  and  bowels  pierce 
With  shattering  shock,  even  so  strikes  jealousy  its  claws 
Into  the  bosom  of  the  man,  who  ne'er  forgets 
What  on  a  time  was  his,  and  now  is  his  no  more. 

Chorus. 

Heard'st  thou  not   the  trumpets  pealing?    Saw'st  thou 
not  the  armour  gleam  ? 

Phorkyas. 

Welcome,  welcome,  Lord  and    Monarch,  gladly  I  will 
give  account ! 

Chorus. 

Ay,  but  we .'' 

Phorkyas. 

You  know  full  surely,  you  shall  here  her 
death  behold. 
There  within  your  own  must  follow;   no,   there  is  no 
help  for  you.  \Pause. 

Helena. 

I  have  resolved  the  course,  befits  me  to  pursue. 
That  thou  a  demon  art  ot  power  unblest,  I  feel, 
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And  fear  thou  canst  convert  e'en  good  itself  to  ill. 
Yet  first  of  all  I  will  go  with  thee  to  this  keep  ; 
What  rests  beyond  I  know  ;  but  what  of  after  plans 
The  queen  within  her  breast  in  mystery  may  veil, 
Be  undivulged  to  all.     Now,  beldame,  lead  the  way! 

Chorus. 

Oh,  how  gladly  we  go  hence,  with 

Hurrying  foot! 

Behind  us  is  Death, 

Once  more  before  us 

A  fortress's  high 

And  impregnable  walls. 

Oh,  may  they  shield  us  well, 

As  well  as  Ilion's  ramparts, 

Which  only  by  grovelling  cunning 

At  length  in  the  dust  were  laid  low  I 

[^Misfs  arise  and  conceal,  first  the  background, 
then  the  front  of  the  scene. 
How  !     How  is  this  ! 
Sisters,  look  round  ! 
Was  it  not  radiant  day  ? 
Trailing  vapours  are  rising 
From  the  sacred  stream  of  Eurotas; 
Already  hath  faded  its  beautiful 
Rush-covered  margin  from  view, 
And  the  sportive,  the  gracefully  haughty 
Swans,  that  swim  hither  and  thither. 
Moving  in  soft  undulation. 
Ah,  I  behold  them  no  more! 

Yet,  yet  there 
Singing  I  hear  them, 
Singing  a  shrill  song  afar ! 
Omen  of  death,  says  the  legend, 
Oh,  grant  that  it  may  not  betoken, 


FA  US  T.  185 

Instead  of  the  rescue  was  promised, 
To  us,  too,  only  destruction, 
To  us  that  are  swanlike  and  tall, 
Fair  and  white-throated,  and  ah  ! 
To  her,  too,  our  swan-born  mistress  I 
Woe,  and  disaster!  woe,  woe! 

Everything  now 

Around  us  is  shrouded  in  mist. 

Yet  we  see  not  each  other!     Oh  what, 

What  will  befall  ?    Are  we  moving? 
.  Or  are  we  hovering  only 

With  stumbling  footsteps  on  earth  ? 

See'st  thou  nought?     Is  that  Hermes  flits  yonder 

Before  us  ?     Is  that  not  his  golden 

Staff  waving,  commanding  us  back, 

To  Hades,  the  joyless,  the  dusky. 

That  teemeth  with  bodiless  phantoms, 

O'erthronged,  yet  evermore  void? 
Yes,  at  once  the  darkness  thickens,  not  a  ray  illumes  the 

vapour, 
(irey  and   dusky,  dungeon-gloomy.     Walls   before  our 

gaze  are  rising. 
Stark  before  our  open  gaze.     A  courtyard  is't,  or  yawn- 
ing cavern  ? 
Whether  this  or  that,  'tis  fearful  I     Sisters,  sisters,  we 

are  captives. 
Captives  as  we  were  before. 

{Inner  court  of  the  Castle,  surrounded  by  rich  fantastic 
structures  in  the  style  of  the  Middle  Ages. 

Lkader  of  thk  Chorus. 

Foolish  and  over-swift,  true  woman  as  ye  are! 
Dependent  on  the  instant,  sport  of  every  gust 
Of  good  or  evil  fortune,  neither  have  ye  wit 
To  await  with  even  mind.     One  evermore  gainsays 
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The  other,  and  the  other  her  with  fiery  heat. 
In  joy  and  woe  alike  you  only  laugh  and  wail. 
Now  silence !     And  await  attentive  what  our  queen's 
High  soul  may  here  resolve  both  for  herself  and  us. 

Helena. 

Where  art  thou,  Pythoness?     Whatever  be  thy  name, 
Come  forth,  I  say,  from  this  grim  castle's  gloomy  vaults ! 
Mayhap  thou'rt  gone  to  tell  this  wondrous  hero-lord, 
That  I  am  here,  and  my  reception  fair  bespeak. 
Then  take  my  thanks,  and  lead  me  to  him  with  all  haste. 
Oh,  for  a  period  to  my  wanderings! — oh,  for  peace! 

Leader  of  the  Chorus. 

In  vain  thou  look'st,  oh  queen,  around  on  every  side; 

The  uncouth  shape  has  vanished,  or  perchance  remained 

In  yonder  mist,  from  forth  whose  bosom  we  came  here, 

I  wist  not  how,  swiftly,  yet  never  stirring  foot. 

Or  else  perchance  she  roams  the  labyrinthine  maze 

Of  this  strange  castle  framed  of  many  blent  in  one, 

Seeking  fair  princely  greeting  for  us  from  its  lord. 

Yet  see,  above  there  stirs,  on  busy  errands  bent. 

At  casements,  and  through  corridors  and  portals  wide, 

A  throng  of  servants  moving  swiftly  to  and  fro. 

Reception  cordial  this,  and  courteous  doth  portend. 

Chorus. 

My  heart  bounds  within  me?     Oh,  only  look  yonder. 

How  gracefully  downwards,  with  hurrying  footsteps. 

Yon  bevy  of  loveliest  youths  are  advancing 

In  measured  array!     By  whose  order,  I  marvel. 

Appear  they  thus  early,  all  decked  in  their  trim. 

This  glorious  muster  of  beautiful  youths? 

What   most   claims   my    wonder?      Their    bearing    so 

graceful. 
The  tresses  that  curl  round  their  foreheads  of  snow, 
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Or  the  bloom  of  their  cheeks  that  outrival  the  peach, 
And  are  clothed  like  the  peach  with  a  delicate  down? 
Full  fain  would  I  bite,  did  I  shrink  not  with  fear, 
For  lips  that  aforetime  such  morsel  attempted, 
Oh,  fearful  to  think  on,  with  ashes  were  filled ! 

But  lo!  now  the  fairest 

Approach  to  our  feet. 

What  is  it  they  bear? 

Steps  for  a  throne. 

Carpets  and  seat, 

Curtain,  and  hangings. 

In  tent-like  array. 

Like  clouds  interlacing. 

That  circle  and  wave  o'er 

The  head  of  our  queen  : 

For  already  hath  she 

On  their  invitation 

Ascended  the  gorgeous  throne. 

Forward!     And  round  htr. 

Stepping  in  measure. 

Range  in  a  row  ! 
Worthy,  oh  worthy,  trebly  worthy. 
Be  blest  such  a  welcome  as  this! 

[After  the  pa^es  and  squires  have  descended  in 
long  procession,  Faust  appears  at  the  top  of 
the  staircase  in  a  knight's  court-dress  of  the 
Middle  Ages,  and  descends  slowly  and  with 
dignity. 

Pantualis  {regarding  him  attentively). 

If  that  the  gods  have  not,  as  ofttimes  they  have  done. 
For  but  some  little  space,  a  form  of  wondrous  mould, 
A  gracious  presence,  and  an  air  of  lofty  grace. 
Unto  this  mortal  lent,  he  will  be  prosperous 
In  all  that  he  essays, — or  battling  man  with  man. 
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Or  in  that  puny  war,  with  beauteous  woman  waged  ; 
In  sooth  to  all  men  else  he  is  superior  far, 
However  dear  to  fame,  whom  e'er  mine  eyes  beheld. 
Majestical  and  slow,  with  reverential  air. 
The  prince  approaches ;    turn,  and  greet  him,   oh  my 
queen ! 

Faust  {advances  with  a  man  in  chains  at  his  side). 

Instead  of  stateliest  greeting,  as  were  meet, 
Instead  of  reverent  welcome,  lo,  I  bring, 
In  gyves  fast  bound,  a  varlet  who,  remiss 
Himself,  hath  made  me  fail  in  duty  too. 
Kneel  down,  and  here  at  this  sweet  lady's  feet 
Lay  the  confession  of  thy  heavy  guilt. 
This,  oh  most  puissant  empress,  is  the  man 
Of  lynx-keen  eye,  appointed  to  keep  watch 
Upon  our  topmost  turret,  thence  to  scan 
The  canopy  of  heaven,  the  earth's  expanse, 
And  note  whate'er  is  to  be  noted  there, — 
What  from  the  mountains  to  our  castle  here 
May  cross  the  valley,  be  they  jostling  herds, 
Or  banded  hosts  in  arms;  we  guard  the  one, 
The  other  we  oppose.     To-day,  oh  shame ! 
He  noted  not  thy  coming  ;  so  there  lacks 
The  welcome  stately,  and  the  homage  due 
To  guest  so  noble.     Forfeit  is  his  life, 
A  double  forfeit;  he  had  lain  ere  this 
In  his  most  guilty  blood,  but  only  thou 
Mayst  punish  or  forgive,  as  likes  thee  best. 

Helena. 

The  lofty  honour  thou  accordest  me, 
As  judge  and  mistress  absolute,  belike 
Is  meant  to  test  how  far  I  dare  presume. 
Thus,  then,  the  judge's  foremost  duty  I 
Will  exercise,  and  hear  the  culprit!     Speak  ! 
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Lynceus,  thk  To\ver-\Vatchi;k. 

Let  me  kneel,  and  let  me  view  thee, 
Live  or  die,  I  reck  not  how! 

For,  oh  jjodlike  woman,  to  thee 
All  my  soul  is  bondslave  now. 

Watching  for  the  morning's  blushing, 
Looking  eastward,  where  it  glows. 

All  at  once  with  magic  flushing 
In  the  south  the  sun  arose. 

To  itself  my  gaze  it  rooted  : 
Rocky  pass,  and  valley  green. 

Earth  and  heaven,  were  all  unnoted. 
All  save  her,  that  peerless  queen. 

I  with  eyesight  keen  am  dowered. 

Keen  as  any  lynx  on  tree. 
But  in  vain  I  strove,  o'erpowered 

By  that  vision  fair  to  see. 

What  to  me  portcuUised  gateway. 
What  if  roof  or  tower  be  kept.-* 

Mists  arise,  fade  off,  and  straightway 
Forth  a  radiant  goddess  stept! 

Eye  and  soul  I  straight  surrender, 
Drinking  in  the  blissful  light; 

Dazzling  all,  her  beauty's  splendour 
Dazzles  me,  poor  minion,  quite! 

I  forgot  the  warder's  duty. 
Quite  forgot  the  trumpet  call ; 

Menace,  yet  oh  spare  me!     Beauty 
Holds  all  angry  thought  in  thrall. 


igo  FA  l/S  T. 

Helena. 
The  evil  to  chastise  myself  have  caused 
Were  most  unmeet.     Woe's  me,  what  ruthless  fate 
Pursues  me,  that  where'er  I  go  I  thus 
Befool  men's  senses,  so  they  not  respect 
Themselves,  nor  aught  that's  worthy!    Now  by  force, 
Now  by  seductive  arts,  by  warfare  now, 
Now  dragging  me  about  from  land  to  land, 
Gods,  heroes,  demigods,  yea,  demons  too 
Have  made  my  life  one  wild  and  errant  maze. 
I  sowed  confusion  o'er  the  world  ;— it  grew. 
And  now  it  spreads,  confounded  worse  and  worse. 
Remove  this  worthy  man  and  set  him  free; 
Light  never  harm  on  him  the  gods  have  crazed. 

Faust. 
Lost  in  amazement  I  behold,  oh  queen, 
The  smiter  and  the  smitten  here  together. 
I  see  the  bow  that  sped  the  arrow  forth. 
And  him  it  struck.     Shaft  follows  thick  on  shaft. 
And  me  they  pierce.     Methinks,  they  seem  to  whizz 
Around  in  hall  and  tower  on  every  hand. 
What  am  I  now?     Thou  in  a  moment  mak'st 
My  trustiest  vassals  rebels,  insecure 
My  ver}'  walls  ;  so  now  I  fear  my  hosts 
Obey  the  conquering  and  unconquered  fair. 
What's  left  me  then,  save  to  resign  to  thee 
Myself  and  all  I  fondly  dreamed  was  mine. 
Here  let  me  at  thy  feet,  thy  liegeman  true, 
Proclaim  thee  queen,  whose  presence,  only  seen, 
Won  thee  at  once  my  throne  and  its  domains. 

Lynceus  {returns  with  a  chest,  followed  by  vicn 
carrying  other  chests). 
See  me,  once  more,  oh  queen,  advance! 
The  rich  man  begs  one  little  glance  ; 


FAUST.  191 

He  looks  on  thee,  and  feels,  be  sure. 
As  monarch  rich,  as  beggar  poor. 

What  was  I  erst?     What  am  I  now? 
What  shall  I  do  or  wish  or  vow? 
What  boots  the  eye's  most  piercing  ken  ? 
Back  from  thy  throne  it  shrinks  again. 

Out  from  the  East  our  course  we  pressed, 
And  soon  were  masters  of  the  West ; 
A  throng  of  warriors  long  and  vast, 
The  first  knew  nothing  of  Jhe  last. 

The  first  was  slain,  the  second  stood, 
The  third  struck  in,  a  spearman  good  ; 
And  still  their  numbers  waxed  amain, 
Unnoted  were  the  myriads  slain. 

We  rushed,  we  crushed,  we  stormed  apace. 
We  were  the  lords  from  place  to  place ; 
And  where  to-day  1  bore  control. 
Ere  morn  another  sacked  and  stole. 

We  looked,  and  rapid  was  the  look. 
And  one  the  fairest  damsel  took, 
Another  seized  the  sturdy  steer, 
The  horses  all  were  lifted  clear. 

But  I  in  peering  took  delight 
F"or  all  that  rarest  is  to  sight, 
And  what  another's  too  might  be 
Was  only  withered  grass  to  me. 

I  tracked  where  treasures  lay  concealed, 
And  all  my  piercing  glance  revealed  ; 
To  all  recesses  I  could  spy, 
\o  coffers  might  exclude  mine  eye. 
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And  heaps  of  gold  were  piled  by  me. 
And  gems  most  glorious  to  see, 
But  none  of  all  were  fit  to  shine, 
Save  emerald,  on  that  breast  of  thine. 

Then  o'er  thy  brow  let  pearlins  strung, 
The  spoil  of  ocean's  caves,  be  hung; 
The  ruby's  fire  grows  faint  and  weak 
Beside  the  crimson  of  thy  cheek. 

And  so  these  treasures  rich  and  rare 
Unto  thy  throne  I  proudly  bear. 
And  at  thy  feet  the  harvest  lay 
Of  many  a  long  and  bloody  fray. 

And  many  though  these  coffers  be, 
Yet  coffers  many  more  have  we  ; 
Deign  but  to  speak  thy  gracious  will, 
And  treasure-vaults  for  thee  I'll  fill. 

For  scarce  dost  thou  the  throne  ascend, 
When  instantly  in  homage  bend 
Our  reason,  wealth,  and  all  that's  ours. 
Before  thy  beauty's  matchless  powers. 

All  this  I  deemed  securely  mine. 
But  now  surrender,  it  is  thine, — 
All  this  high-worthy  once  I  thought, 
But  now  I  see  that  it  was  nought. 

What  I  possessed  away  hath  flown. 
Like  withered  grass  that  hath  been  mown. 
Oh,  with  one  gracious  look  restore 
The  virtue  that  it  owned  before  ! 

Faust. 
Hence  with  the  burden  by  your  valour  won, 
Unchid  indeed,  but  unrewarded  too ! 
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Already  hers  is  all  this  castle  holds, 

'Tis  bootless  to  present  particular  gifts. 

Away!     And  pile  in  orderly  array 

Treasure  on  treasure!     Rear  a  structure  grand 

Of  pomp  till  now  unseen!     Let  every  arch 

Shine  like  the  heavens  at  morning-break  !    Create 

From  lifeless  life  a  paradise  around  ! 

Let  carpet  heaped  on  carpet,  thick  with  flowers. 

Unroll  before  her;  all  that  meets  her  tread 

Be  delicate,  and  splendours  so  divine, 

Might  dazzle  all  but  gods,  allure  her  eye! 

LVNCEUS. 

Poor  and  trivial  is  at  best 

This  our  gracious  lord's  behest : 

Greeting  such  to  work  for  thee 

Will  the  servant's  pastime  be; 

For  our  life  and  goods  and  all 

Thy  resistless  charms  enthrall. 

Is  not  every  warrior  tame. 

Every  falchion  blunt  and  lame  ? 

Near  that  form  of  glorious  mould, 

Even  the  sun  is  dull  and  cold  ; 

Near  the  wonders  of  that  face 

All  is  drear,  and  all  is  base.  [Ext'/. 

Hi:li:na  {to  Faust). 

1  would  hold  converse  with  thee ; — come  thou  up. 
And  sit  here  by  my  side!     The  vacant  place 
Invites  its  master,  and  secures  me  mine. 

Faust. 

First,  kneeling,  noble  lady,  let  me  crave 
Thy  grace  for  my  true  homage ;  let  me  kiss 
The  hand,  which  thus  would  raise  me  to  thy  side. 
Confirm  mc  as  co-regent  with  thyself 

PART  II.  N 
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Of  realms  whose  bounds  were  never  scanned,  and  win 
Adorer,  vassal,  guardian  all  in  one  ! 

Helena. 

Marvels  so  many  do  I  see,  and  hear, 

I'm  all  amaze,  and  fain  would  question  much. 

Prithee  resolve  me,  wherefore  rang  the  speech 

Of  yonder  man  so  strangely, — strange,  yet  sweet? 

Each  tone  into  the  other  seems  to  fit. 

And,  when  one  word  is  wedded  to  the  ear, 

A  second  comes  to  dally  with  the  first. 

Faust. 

If  that  our  people's  speech  delight  thee,  how 
Their  song  will  ravish,  through  their  inmost  depths 
Steeping  thine  ear  and  spirit  in  content! 
To  make  it  ours,  let  us  this  art  essay ; 
Converse  invites,  and  calls  it  into  play. 

Helena. 
Say,  how  to  words  such  grace  I  may  impart  ? 

Faust. 

'Tis  easy;  they  must  flow  out  from  the  heart. 

And,  when  the  soul  is  touched  with  passion's  flame, 

We  look  around  and  ask — 

Helena. 

Who  burns  the  same  ? 

Faust. 

Nor  past  nor  future  now  the  soul  employ, 
The  present  only — 

Helena. 

Constitutes  our  joy. 
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Faust. 
'Tis  treasure,  glorious  gain,  supreme  command. 
Who  gives  it  confirmation  ? 

Helen.a. 

This — my  hand. 

Chorus. 
Who  shall  taunt  our  mistress,  that  she 
To  this  castle's  lord  demeans  her 
With  a  loving  grace? 
For  what  are  we,  every  one, 
What  but  captives,  now  and  ofttime, 
Since  Tro3''s  shameful  overthrow. 
And  our  labyrinthine  roamings 
Thence  in  woful  wise  ?  *" 

Women  w^ith  men's  love  familiar 
Dally  never  in  their  choice, 
In  such  lore  proficient ; 
And  as  to  golden-locked  shepherds. 
It  may  be,  to  black-bearded  fauns. 
They,  as  it  haps  for  the  moment, 
Over  their  delicate  limbs, 
The  self-same  privilege  yield. 

Near  and  nearer  already  they  sit. 
Each  on  the  other  reclining, 
Shoulder  to  shoulder,  knee  to  knee  ; 
Hand  in  hand  they  are  swaying 
Over  the  throne's 
Deep-cushioned  lordliness. 
No  scruple  hath  royalty,  thus 
Its  secret  delights 
To  the  gaze  of  the  people 
With  never  a  blush  to  reveal. 
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Helena. 

I  feel  so  far  away,  and  yet  so  near, 

And  oh  !  how  gladly  say — Here  am  I — here. 

Faust. 

Scarce  do  I  breathe.     I  tremble,  heart  and  knee ; 
'Tis  all  a  dream.     Time,  place,  have  ceased  to  be. 

Helena. 

Meseems  as  I  had  lived  in  olden  time. 
And  yet  were  now  new-budding  in  my  prime ; 
Inwoven  with  thine  my  being  seems  to  be. 
Bound  to  thy  stranger  life  eternally. 

Faust. 

Oh,  ponder  not!     To  quaff  the  present  bliss. 
Though  death  were  at  the  gate,  our  duty  is. 

Phorkvas  {runfit7ig  in). 

Prattle  in  Love's  alphabet, 

Billing,  cooing,  toying — yet 

Time  it  is,  aside  were  set 

All  such  childish  gear. 

Feel  ye  not  the  tempest  louring? 

Hark  the  trumpet's  bray!     O'erpowering 

Ruin  draweth  near. 

Menelaus,  with  his  bands. 

Storming  at  your  portal  stands. 

Arm  for  conflict  drear! 

By  these  victors  girdled,  you 

Like  maimed  Deiphobus  shall  rue 

Your  bondage  to  the  sex. 

These  light  goods  shall  swing  in  halter, 

And  for  her  upon  the  altar 

Lies  the  new-ground  axe ! 
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Faust. 

Accurst  intrusion  !     Most  unseasonable  now  ! 

Not  even  in  peril  can  I  senseless  brawling  brook. 

Ill  favour  from  ill  news  the  goodliest  bearer  takes; 

And  these,  vile  hag!  alone  'tis  thy  delight  to  bear. 

Yet   shall  they  stead  thee  nothing  here ; — with  empty 

breath 
Thou  dost  assail  the  air.     No  peril,  none,  is  here, 
And  peril's  self  would  seem  but  idle  threat, — no  more. 

{Signals^  explosions  from  the  turrets.,  trumpets  and 

horns,  warlike  music.     A  mighty  host  marches 

across  the  stage. 

No!     Straightway  thou  a  throng  of  lances, 

Each  by  a  hero  borne,  shalt  see  ; 
He  only  merits  woman's  glances, 

Who  can  protect  her  valiantly. 

[  To  the  leaders,  who  detach  themselves  from  the 
columns,  and  ad'jance  towards  him. 

With  tiery,  yet  self-rein6d  power, 

That  makes  your  victory  sure,  go  forth, 

Ye  of  the  East  the  prime  and  flower, 
Ye  budding  blossoms  of  the  North. 

In  steel  encased,  where'er  they  enter, 

Empire  on  empire  up  they  break, 
They  come,  earth  trembles  to  her  centre. 

They  pass,  and  thunders  fill  their  wake. 

It  was  at  Pylos  that  we  landed. 

The  aged  Nestor  was  no  more  ! 
And  all  the  petty  kinglets  banded 

Our  dauntless  host  to  ruin  bore. 

Now  from  these  walls  with  force  of  thunder 
Drive  Menelaus  back  to  sea  I 
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There  let  him  rove,  and  sack,  and  plunder. 
Such  was  his  choice  and  destiny  ! 

Dukes  shall  I  hail  you,— grace's  fountain. 
Great  Sparta's  queen,  hath  so  decreed  ; 

Now  at  her  feet  lay  vale  and  mountain, 
And  you  shall  have  a  realm  for  meed. 

With  rampart  piled,  and  high-banked  galleys, 
Thou,  German,  Corinth's  bays  defend  ! 

Achaia  with  its  hundred  valleys 
I  to  thy  keeping,  Goth,  commend. 

To  Elis  let  the  Franks  betake  them. 

The  Saxon  make  Messene  his, 
Lords  of  the  sea  the  Normans  make  them. 

And  raise  to  glory  Argolis  ! 

Then  each,  in  joy  at  home  abiding. 
Shall  wield  an  honoured  rule  abroad, 

Yet  Sparta  shall,  o'er  all  presiding. 
Be,  as  of  yore,  our  queen's  abode  ! 

For  each  and  all  in  long  endurance 
One  general  weal  is  thus  in  store  ; 

At  her  feet  shall  ye  seek  assurance, 
And  light  and  justice  evermore. 
[Faust  descettds,  the  princes  form  a  circle  round 
him  to  receive  his  instructions  and  commands. 

Chorus. 
The  man,  who  the  Fairest  would  win  and  keep. 
Foremost  of  all  should  see. 
That  of  weapons  he  has  good  store. 
Though  by  fond  arts  he  should  make  his  own 
What  upon  earth  is  the  prize  supreme, 
Yet  he  possesseth  it  not  in  peace. 
Fawning  and  flattery  lure  her  from  him. 
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Reivers  audaciously  snatch  her  away, 
Against  such  wrong  let  him  well  provide  I 

Therefore  do  I  our  prince  extol, 
Prize  him  more  highly  than  all  men  else, 
Prudence  with  valour  commingling  so. 
That  stalwart  vassals  submissive  stand, 
Watching  his  every  nod. 
Faithfully  they  his  behests  fulfil. 
And  each  his  proper  advantage  finds, 
They  in  their  master's  liberal  guerdon, 
Both  in  achievement  of  loftiest  fame. 

For  who  shall  ravish  her  now 

From  her  potent  possessor  ? 

To  him  she  belongs, — to  him  we  resign  her. 

Resign  her  with  twofold  goodwill,  for  he 

With  her  hath  encompassed  ourselves, 

Within,  with  impregnable  walls. 

And  with  an  invincible  host,  without. 

Faust. 

The  gifts  we  here  on  these  amass, 

To  each  a  goodly  kingdom's  thrall, 
Are  great  and  glorious.     Let  them  pass! 

We  hold  our  station  'midst  them  all. 

With  emulous  pride  they'll  guard  thee  round, 

Half-island,  girdled  by  the  main, 
To  Europe's  mountain-ridges  bound 

By  hills  inwoven  in  slender  chain. 

Oh  may  this  land,  of  all  the  fairest. 

From  age  to  age  be  ever  blessed ! 
'Tis  thine,  my  queen  !     Again  thou  bearest 

The  sway  by  thee  of  yore  possessed. 
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When  from  the  shell  thou  burst  resplendent 

Amidst  Eurotas'  sedges  green, 
Thy  mother  and  her  maids  attendant 

Were  dazzled  by  the  radiant  sheen. 

This  glorious  land,  intent  to  woo  thee, 

With  all  its  treasures  courts  thy  hand; 
Though  all  earth's  round  pertaineth  to  thee, 

Oh  tarry  with  thy  fatherland  ! 

And  though  the  sunbeams  coldly  play,  and  drearly, 
Upon  its  jagged  mountain-summits  fröre, 

Though  'midst  the  green  the  rocks  peer  forth  austerely, 
Where  nibbling  goats  collect  their  scanty  store  : 

Yet  mingling  brooklets  brawl,  and  welling  fountains, 
And  dell  and  slope  and  meadow,  green  are  they, 

And  o'er  the  verdure  of  a  hundred  mountains 
We  see  the  fleecy  herds  far  spreading  stray; 

See  by  the  beetling  cliffs  the  cattle  marching, 
With  measured  pace  and  wary,  one  by  one ; 

Yet  doth  the  rock,  in  hundred  caverns  arching. 
From  tempest  yield  them  shelter  or  from  sun. 

Pan   shields   them  there,  and    there,  from   moss -clefts 
peering, 

And  boskage  cool  and  dewy,  wood-nymphs  be, 
And  high  in  air  their  struggling  branches  rearing, 

As  for  the  sun  athirst,  crowds  tree  on  tree. 

Primeval  woods!     The  oak,  in  strength  excelling, 
In  jags  and  knots  its  gnarled  boughs  distorts  ; 

The  gentle  maple,  with  sweet  juices  swelling, 
Sweeps  far  aloft,  and  with  its  burden  sports. 

And  milk  in  still  and  shady  pastures  floweth 
For  child  or  lamb,  maternal  drink  to  them, 
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And  fruit  hard  by,  the  plains'  ripe  bounty,  groweth, 
And  honey  trickles  from  the  hollowed  stem. 

Here  cloudless  bliss,  from  sire  to  son  descending, 
Makes  cheek  and  lip  alike  serene  and  clear, 

Each  owneth  in  his  sphere  a  life  unending. 
And  health  and  sweet  content  dwell  ever  here. 

And  so,  to  all  its  father's  strength  expanding. 
The  infant  grows  beneath  the  pure  bright  day, 

And  at  the  sight  amazed  we  pause,  demanding 
If  these  be  gods,  or  men  of  mortal  clay. 

Thus  'mong  the  shepherds  seemed  the  young  Apollo 
A  shepherd,  only  than  the  rest  more  fair. 

For  all  created  things  one  impulse  follow, 
Where  Nature  doth  untrammelled  empire  bear. 

[^Sits  down  beside  Helen. 

So  thou  and  I,  our  souls  from  bondage  freeing, 
Shall  dwell  in  peace,  the  past  behind  us  thrown  ; 

Oh  feel,  'twas  Jove  supreme,  that  gave  thee  being ! 
Thou  'longst  to  earth's  first  golden  age  alone. 

Thou  shalt  not  be  bound  in  by  rock-built  towers! 

Still  in  immortal  youth  Arcadia  smiles 
For  us,  and  o'er  us  spreads  her  blissful  bowers. 

Here  neighbouring  close  on  Sparta's  household  piles. 

O'er  this  thrice  happy  land  to  reign  its  queen  would 

Earth's  brightest  destiny  to  thee  ensure! 
Now  be  these  thrones  transformed  to  arching  greenwood, 
And  free  our  joys  as  Arcady's  and  pure! 

[  The  scene  is  entirely  changed.  A  range  of  grot- 
toes abuts  upon  arbours  thickly  covered  with 
leaves.  A  shady  grove  extends  to  the  base  of  the 
rocks  which  enclose  the  place.  Faust  and 
Helena  arc  not  seen.  The  Chorus  lying  asleep, 
dispersed  up  and  down. 
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Phorkyas. 

How  long  these  maidens  here  have  slept,  I  cannot  tell, 
Or  in  their  dreams  if  they  have  seen,  what  1  beheld 
Before  my  waking  eyes,  as  little  do  I  know. 
I'll  wake  them,  therefore.     These  young  folks  shall  be 

amazed ; 
You,  too,  ye  bearded  ones,  that  sit  beneath  and  wait, 
To  these  strange  goings-on  in  hopes  to  find  the  clue. 
Up,  up !     Arise,  and  shake  your  tresses  from  your  brows. 
And  slumber  from  your  eyes !    Blink  not,  but  list  to  me ! 

Chorus. 

Only  speak!     Say  on,  and  tell  us  all  the  marvels  thou 

hast  witnessed, 
Gladliest  would  we  list  to  legends,  that  would  sorest  tax 

our  credence ; 
For  our  souls  are  very  weary,  gazing  on  these  rocks 

around. 

Phorkyas. 

How !     Already  weary,  children,  though  you  scarce  have 

rubbed  your  eyes.'' 
Hearken  then!     Within  these  caverns,  grots,  and  leafy 

bowers  umbrageous, 
To  our  lord  and  to  our  lady,  as  to  two  Idyllic  lovers. 
Shield  and  shelter  have  been  granted. 

Chorus. 
How!     Within  there? 

Phorkyas. 

Yes — Sequestered 
From  the  world,  to  secret  tendance  me  and  me  alone 

they  summoned. 
Highly  honoured  stood  I  near  them;  yet,  as  confidante 
beseemeth, 
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I    looked    round    at    other    matters;    hither,   thither    I 

betook  me, 
Culling  mosses,  roots,  and  barks,  in  all  their  properties 

conversant. 
So  that  they  were  left  alone. 

Chorus. 

Thou  wouldst  have  us  think,  that  in  there  quite  a  little 

world  is  hidden. 
Wood  and  meadow,  lake  and  river !     Pretty  fables  thou 

dost  weave ! 

Phorkyas. 

Simple  sooth,  ye  inexperienced  !     There  be  depths  were 

never  trodden  : 
Halls  on  halls,  and  courts  on  courts,  enwrapt  in  musings 

deep  I  traversed. 
When  at  once  a  peal  of  laughter  echoed  through  the 

vaults  cavernous. 
I  look  in,  a  boy  is  bounding  from  a  woman  to  a  man, 
From  his  father  to  his  mother ;  the  caressing  and  the 

fondling. 
All   love's   silly   play   and   banter,  shouts  of  glee   and 

sportive  babbling, 
Interchanging  stun  me  quite. 
He,  a  wingless  genius,  naked,  faun-like  save  in  what  is 

bestial. 
To  the  solid  earth   leaps  down,  but  straight  the  earth 

reverberating 
Up  into  the  ether  shoots  him,  till  thus,  twice  or  thrice 

rebounding. 
He  has  touched  the  arching  roof. 
Full  of  terror  calls  the  mother,  "  Bound  as  much  as  e'er 

thou  wiliest. 
But  forbear  to  think  of  flying, — flying  is  to  thee  forbid." 
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And  the  faithful  father  counsels,  —  "In  the  earth  the 

power  abideth, 
That  impels  thee  upwards.— Only  with  thy  tiptoe  touch 

its  surface, 
Like   the   son    of    Earth,    Antaeus,    straightway   is   thy 

strength  renewed." 
So  along  the  rocky  ledges  bounds  he  on  from  peak  to 

ridge. 
Hither,  thither,  back  and  forward,  like  a  stricken  ball  in 

play ! 
But  at  once  within  the  fissure  of  a  chasm  he  sank  and 

vanished. 
And  it  seemed  as  we  had   lost  him  ;  mother  moaneth, 

sire  consoleth, 
I   my  shoulders  shrugged   in  fear.      When  lo !  again ! 

what  vision  wondrous! 
Treasures,  were  they  hidden  yonder  ?    Garments,  all  with 

flowers  embroidered, 
He  with  seemly  grace  hath  donned. 
Tassels  dangle  from  his  elbows,  bow-knots  flutter  on 

his  bosom. 
In    his  hand    the   golden    lyre,   quite  a  little    Phoebus, 

gaily 
To  the  edge  of  the  o'erhanging  rock  he  stepped  ;   we 

stood  astonished. 
And  his  parents  fell  in  raptures  into  one  another's  arms. 
For   about    his   brows  what   radiance  !     What   gleams 

there  is  hard  to  tell. 
Is  it  burnished  gem,  or  is  it  flame  of  lordly  might  of  soul  ? 
And  his  port  is  high  and  noble,  even  as  boy  himself  pro- 
claiming 
Lord  to  be  of  all  that's  lovely,  whom  the  melodies  eternal 
Permeate  through  every  fibre  ;  and  so  ye  anon  shall  hear 

him, 
And  so  ye  shall  see   him,  and  be  in  especial  wonder 

wrapt ! 
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Chorus. 


Call'st  thou  this  marvellous, 
Daughter  of  Creta  ? 
Has  never  thine  ear  been  lulled  by 
The  beautiful  lore  of  the  poets? 
Hast  thou  heard  never  Ionia's, 
Never  been  tutored  in  Hellass 
Legends  primicval,  that  teem  with 
Achievements  of  heroes  and  gods  ? 

All  that  befalleth  in  these 
Our  days  is  only  an  echo, 
Wailing  and  sad,  of  the  glorious 
Days  of  our  far-away  sires. 
Not  to  compare  is  thy  tale  with 
That,  which  beautiful  Fiction, 
Than  Truth  more  welcome  to  credence. 
Hath  chanted  of  Maia's  son. 

This  gracefully  moulded,  yet  lusty 

Nursling,  just  newly  begotten, 

His  bevy  of  gossiping  nurses 

Folds  in  pure  fleecy  swaddlings. 

Decks  with  the  richest  adornings. 

In  their  irrational  way. 

Sturdily,  featly,  however,  the  rogue 

Slippeth  his  flexible 

Body  elastic 

Out  from  the  folds. 

Craftily  leaving  the  vesture  of  purple. 

That  round  him  close  was  encinctured, 

Quietly  there  in  his  stead. 

Like  the  consummated  butterfly. 

Which,  from  the  chrysalis  torpid 

Its  pinions  untrammelling,  soareth, 
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Boldly  at  wild  will  careering 
Through  air  all  aglow  with  the  sun. 

So  he,  too,  the  lissomest,  nimblest, 

That  he  to  thieves  and  to  cozeners, 

Yea,  to  all  that  on  profit  are  bent, 

The  favouring  genius  would  be. 

Instantly  proved  by  the  practice 

Of  all  the  most  dexterous  arts. 

Straight  from  the  monarch  of  ocean  he  filches 

His  trident,  yea,  even  from  Ares 

His  falchion  purloins  from  its  sheath, 

His  arrows  and  bow  from  Apollo, 

And  eke  from  Hephasstos  his  pincers  ; 

Even  Jove's,  the  dread  father's,  own  bolts  he 

Had  ta'en,  had  the  flashes  not  scared  him  ; 

Eros  himself  in  the  grapple 

Of  limbs  interlacing  he  threw, 

And  from  Cypria's  bosom  the  Cestus, 

The  while  she  caressed  him,  he  stole. 

\^A  delightful  strain  of  pure  melody,  as  if  from 
a  lyre,  is  heard  from  the  cavern;  all  are 
arrested  by  the  sound,  and  appear  thrilled  to 
the  S07il.  From  this  point  to  the  pause, 
which  is  ftoted  beloiv,  the  progress  of  the 
scene  is  accompatiied  by  a  fill  band. 

Phorkyas. 

Hark,  the  glorious  tones!     In  fable 
Old  and  faded  trust  no  more ! 

Your  old  throng  of  gods  unstable, 
Let  them  pass,  their  reign  is  o'er! 

Men  again  shall  know  them  never. 
Higher  faith  their  souls  must  fill ; 
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From  the  heart  must  well  whatever 
Is  upon  the  heart  to  thrill, 

[^Reiircs  towards  the  cliffs. 

Chorus. 

If,  dread  being,  these  soft-soothing 
Strains  can  thus  Incline  thine  ears, 

They  create  fresh-budding  youth  in 
Us,  dissolved  in  sweetest  tears. 

What  though  heaven's  great  sun  be  clouded, 

So  within  our  soul  it  live  ? 
In  our  own  hearts  lies  enshrouded 

More  than  all  the  world  can  give. 

Helena,  Faust,  Euphorion  in  the  costume 
above  described. 

Euphorion. 

Children's  tones,  their  carols  singing. 
Seem  your  own  mirth's  voice  to  be ; 

Seeing  me  in  cadence  springing, 
Leaps  your  heart  in  tune  with  me. 

Helena. 

Mortal  life  with  bliss  to  flavour 

Love  links  Two  in  union  sweet, 
But,  that  it  of  heaven  may  savour. 

Makes  with  Three  the  bond  complete. 

Faust. 

Thus  is  all  we  longeii  for  ended, 

I  am  thine,  and  mine  art  thou  ; 
And  our  beings  so  are  blended, 

May  we  ever  be  as  now ! 
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Chorus. 

For  this  pair  long  years  of  pleasure 

In  this  fair  and  gracious  boy- 
Gathered  are  in  golden  measure  ; 
In  their  union  how  I  joy! 

EUPHORION. 

Now  let  me  gambol, 
Now  let  me  spring! 
Up  to  yon  cloudland 
I  would  take  wing, — 
I  would  be  soaring 
Aloft  on  the  gale. 

Faust. 

Oh,  from  these  frantic 
Flights  let  me  call  thee, 
Lest  misadventure 
And  ruin  befall  thee. 
And  our  own  darling 
Plunge  us  in  wail ! 

EUPHORION. 

Earth  shall  not  fetter  me 

Longer  from  air. 

Let  go  my  hands  now, 

Let  go  my  hair. 

Let  go  my  garments. 

They're  mine — let  me  free  ! 

Helena. 

Think,  oh  bethink  thee, 
To  whom  thou  belongest, — 
Think  how  thou  grievest  us, 
Grievest,  and  wrongest. 
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Bursting  the  bond  unites 
Him,  thee,  and  me! 

Chorus. 

Soon  sundered,  I  fear  me, 
The  union  will  be. 

F.AUST  afid  Helena. 

For  our  love,  who  adore  thee. 
Restrain,  oh,  my  child, 
Restrain,  we  implore  thee, 
These  impulses  wild! 
Orderly,  tranquilly, 
Trip  o'er  the  plain, 

EUPHORION. 

But  to  content  ye. 
Will  I  refrain. 
[  Wifidtttg  tft  and  out  amotig  the  Chorus,  atid 
compelling  them  to  dance  with  him. 
Cheerily  I  foot  it 
Through  this  bevy  bright! 
Does  the  measure  suit  it, 
Is  the  motion  right? 

Helena. 

Yes — 'tis  bravely  footed.     Twine 
With  these  comely  maidens  mine 
In  the  roundel  gay  ! 

Faust. 

Would  the  end  were  come!     Oh  me  ! 
All  this  madcap  revelry 
Fills  me  with  dismay. 
[EuPHORiON  and  Chorus,  dancing  and  singing, 
move  about  in  interlacing  roundels. 
I' ART  It.  o 
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Chorus. 

When  thou  thine  arms  in  air 

Gracefully  Grossest ; 

When  thou  thy  sunny  hair 

Dancest  and  tossest; 

When  trips  thy  foot  so  light 

Over  the  meadow  bright ; 

When  thy  limbs  come  and  go 

Lightsomely  to  and  fro, — 

Then  thou  thy  goal  hast  gained, 

Beautiful  boy! 

All  hearts,  to  thee  enchained. 

Make  thee  their  joy.  \Pause. 

EUPHORION. 

Hinds  ye  resemble. 
That  frolic  and  speed. 
Sportive  and  nimble, 
Over  the  mead ; 
I  am  the  huntsman. 
Ye  are  the  game. 

Chorus. 

Wouldst  thou  o'ertake  us. 
Make  but  the  trial. 
Blest  would  it  make  us — 
Vain  were  denial — 
Might  we  but  fondle 
Thy  beautiful  frame ! 

EUPHORION. 

Now  o'er  brake  and  bramble, 
Rock  and  thicket  ramble! 
What's  easy  of  capture,  it 
Liketh  not  me, 
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To  give  me  true  rapture,  it 
Fought  for  must  be. 

Helena  and  Faust. 
What  waywardness!     What  mad  caprices! 
Nought  his  headlong  course  can  rein ! 
Harte!     Can  these  be  hunting-horns. 
Ringing  over  wood  and  plain  .? 
Shrieks!  and  still  the  din  increases! 

Chorus  {ncnning-  in  one  by  one). 
Shooting  past  us  like  the  breezes, 
Daffing  us  aside  in  scorn, 
He  our  wildest  sister  seizes, 
And  by  him  she's  hither  borne. 

EuPHORlON  {enters,  carrying  a  young  girl  in  his  arms). 
Here  I  bring  the  maiden  coy, 
To  enforce  my  hard-won  joy  ; 
Now  to  make  me  fully  blest. 
Thus  I  clasp  her  struggling  breast, 
Kiss  her  shrinking  lips,  that  she 
Both  my  power  and  will  may  see. 

Girl. 
Let  me  go !     This  frame  of  mine,  too, 
Holds  a  spirit  bold  and  strong. 
But  it  is  not  swept,  like  thine,  too 
Lightly  by  each  gust  along. 
So  I  thou  think'st  thou  hast  me  fairly! 
Think'st  thine  arm  has  fixed  its  prey! 
Hold  me  fast,  fond  boy,  and  rarely 
I  will  scorch  thee  for  my  play. 

\S he  flames  up,  and  vanishes  into  air. 
Follow  me  to  realms  supernal. 
Follow  me  to  caves  infernal, 
Win  the  prize,  if  win  you  may! 
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EuPHORiON  {shaking  off  i he  last  of  the  flame s\ 

Forest  brake  and  greenwood  tree 
Stifle  here,  by  crags  o'erhung  ; 
Are  they  to  fetter  me  ? 
I  am  lusty  yet,  and  young. 
Yonder  the  wild  wind  raves, 
Thundering  roll  the  waves; 
Both  afar  I  hear  them, 
Would  I  were  near  them ! 

\^He  contiiuies  to  spring  itptuards  from 
rock  to  rock. 

Helena,  Faust,  and  Chorus. 

Wouldst  thou  match  the  mountain  goat .'' 
We  are  thrilled  for  fear  of  thee. 

EUPHORION. 

Ever -higher  must  I  float, 
Ever  farther  must  I  see. 
Now  where  I  am,  I  know ; 
There  lie  the  isles  below. 
Yes,  yes,  I  am  in 
The  midst  of  the  land 
Of  Pelops,  akin 
To  both  ocean  and  strand. 

Chorus. 
If  rock  and  forest  wold 
Cannot  allure  thee. 
Apples  with  cheeks  of  gold 
We  shall  ensure  thee, 
Figs,  and,  in  alleys  spanned, 
Vines  on  the  mountain-side. 
Oh,  in  this  darling  land. 
Darling,  abide! 
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EUPHORIOX. 

Dream  ye  of  peace's  day? 
Dream  on  who  may  1 
War  is  the  signal-cry, 
Conquer  or  die! 

Chorus. 

Who  in  peace  would  rekindle 
War's  terrible  flame, 
Shall  see  his  hopes  dwindle 
In  sorrow  and  shame. 

EUPHORIOX. 

All  whom  this  soil  in  peril  bore 

To  bear  their  part  in  perils  more. 

With  spirits  soaring  and  unslavish, 

Of  their  own  blood  like  water  lavish, 

All  who  shall  battle  with  a  soul 

Illumined  by  a  heaven-sent  ray, 

Which  nought  can  quench  and  nought  control, 

A  glorious  guerdon  win  shall  they  ! 

Chorus. 
He  mounts,  he  mounts !     Yet  in  the  farness 
He  shows  undwindled  to  our  gaze. 
Like  conqueror  in  battle  harness. 
And  all  in  brass  and  steel  ablaze. 

EUPHORION. 

Let  not  wall  nor  moat  environ. 
Each  in  self  alone  repose. 
Ever  is  man's  breast  of  iron 
Surest  stronghold  'gainst  his  foes. 
Would  ye  live  unvanquished  ever. 
Onwards  to  the  battle-field, 
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Amazons  your  women,  nev^er 
Child  but  bears  a  hero's  shield  ! 

Chorus. 

Oh,  sacred  poesy. 
Heavenward  thy  soaring  be  ! 
Shine  on,  thou  brightest  star, 
Afar,  and  still  more  afar, 
Yet  doth  thy  glorious  strain 
Visit  us  still,  and 'fain 
To  hail  it  we  are. 

EUPHORION. 

No,  not  like  child's  shall  be  my  bearing 
The  youth  appears  in  armour  dight, 
Peer  for  the  free,  the  strong,  the  daring, 
His  spirit  braced  to  do  the  right. 

Forth  fare  ! 

For  there 
The  path  to  glory  opens  bright. 

Helena  and  Faust. 

Ushered  scarce  to  life  and  gladness, 

Scarce  to  day's  resplendent  beam, 

Thou  dost  rush  with  giddy  madness. 

Where  dismay  and  danger  teem. 

Are  then  we 

Nought  to  thee, 

Is  our  gracious  bond  a  dream  ? 

EUPHORION. 

Hark,  hark,  what  thunder  on  the  ocean  ? 

Its  echoes  roll  from  dale  to  dale. 
Host  grappling  host  in  fierce  commotion. 

Dust,  tempest,  war,  and  woe,  and  wail ! 
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Death  our  doom, 
Not  with  gloom, 
But  with  welcome  let  us  hail. 

Helena,  Faust,  «w/ Chorus. 

Oh,  what  horror  !     Agonising  ! 

Is  then  death  thy  doom  ?     Despair  ! 

EUPHORION. 

Should  I  hold  back  unsympathising? 
No,  every  pang  and  grief  I'll  share. 

Helena,  Faust,  ««^Chorus. 

Wilfulness  peril  brings. 
Death-laden  harms. 

EUPHORION. 

Ha!     And  a  pair  of  wings 
Shoots  from  my  arms. 
Away!     I  must  venture  thus! 
Lift  me  in  air! 
\^He  casts  himself  into  the  air,  his  garments 
support  him  for  a  moment ;  aft  aureola 
surrounds  his  head,  and  a  train  of  light 
follows  him. 

Chorus. 

Icarus !  Icarus  ! 

Woe  and  despair  ! 
\A  beautiful  youth  falls  at  the  parents'  feet, 
and  you  think  that  in  the  dead  young  man 
you  recognise  a  familiar  form  ;  when  all 
at  once  the  material  part  of  his  frame  dis- 
appears, the  aureola  mounts  to  heaven  like 
a  comet,  while  the  dress,  mantle,  and  lyre 
remain  upon  the  ground. 
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Helena  mid  Faust. 


Soon  mirth  into  anguish  fades, 
-     Joy  into  moan  ! 

Euphorion's  voice  from  beneath. 

Let  me  not,  mother,  to  the  Shades 

Descend  alone  !  \Paiise. 

Chorus.    {Dh-ge.) 

Not  alone  !     Where'er  thou  bidest ; 

For  to  know  thee  still  we  trust. 
Ah,  though  from  the  day  thou  glidest, 

Hearts,  that  loved  thee,  ever  must. 
Dirges  none  we'll  sing  in  sadness. 

Enviously  we  chant  thy  fate  ! 
Still  thy  song  in  grief  or  gladness, 

Like  thy  soul,  was  fair  and  great. 

Born  to  earthly  bliss,  most  rarely 

Gifted,  of  a  race  sublime. 
Yet,  alas  !  thy  soul  too  early 

Dropped  its  blossoms  in  their  prime. 
Thine  a  vision  was  divine,  too. 

Thine  a  heart  that  felt  for  all. 
Noblest  women's  love  was  thine,  too, 

And  a  song  most  magical. 

Yet  didst  thou  in  wild  defiance. 

Swayed  by  wayward  impulse  still. 
Spurn  at  rule,  and  all  compliance 

With  the  laws  that  curb  the  will. 
But  thy  higher  soul,  victorious, 

Burst  the  bonds  of  passion  through! 
Thou  didst  seek  the  greatly  glorious, 

But  couldst  not  attain  it  too. 
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Ah,  who  does?     Forlorn  inquiry, 

That  from  fate  wrings  no  reply, 
When,  on  their  day  of  anguish  fiery, 

The  nations  mute  and  gory  lie. 
Yet  sing  new  songs  in  jocund  measure. 

And  droop,  in  sorrow  sunk,  no  more  ! 
For  earth  again  will  these  untreasure, 

As  she  hath  ever  done  of  yore. 

[Full  pause.     The  music  ceases. 

Helena  {to  Faust). 

An  ancient  saw,  alas  !  approves  itself  in  me — 
That  Bliss  and  Beauty  ne'er  enduringly  are  twined. 
The  bond  of  life  is  riven,  and  riven  the  bond  of  love  ; 
Bewailing  both  I  say  a  bitter-sad  farewell  ! 
And  fling  myself  once  more,  yet  once,  into  your  arms. 
Persephoneia,  now  receive  my  boy  and  me  ! 

\She  embraces  Faust,  her  corporeal  part  vanishes, 
her  dress  and  veil  remains  in  his  arms. 


Phorkvas  {to  Faust). 

Hold  fast  by  all  the  residue  is  left, 
Let  not  the  dress  escape  thee  !     Even  now 
Tug  demons  at  its  skirts,  would  sweep  it  fain 
Off  to  the  world  below.     Hold  fast,  I  say! 
'Tis  not  indeed  the  goddess  thou  hast  lost, 
Yet  is  the  thing  divine.     Turn  to  account 
Its  priceless  virtue,  and  ascend  in  air; 
ySwift  o'er  all  common  things  'twill  bear  thee  on, 
iVafted  on  ether,  long  as  thou  canst  fly. 
\^t  meet  again,  far,  very  far  from  here. 

[Helen's  garments  dissolve  into  clouds,  etivelope 

Faust,  lift  him  into  the  air,  and  move  away 

with  him. 
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Phorkyas  [lifts-  7tp  Euphorion's  dress,  mantle,  and  lyre, 
steps  into  the  proscenium,  and,  holding  up  the  exuvics, 
says — ) 

Rare  treasure-trove  are  these  to  view. 

The  flame  has  disappeared,  'tis  true, 

Yet  is  the  world  no  whit  the  worse ; 

Here  is  enough  to  consecrate 

A  legion  of  the  sons  of  verse, 

To  scatter  envy,  malice,  hate 

Amongst  the  poetaster  crew  ; 

And  if  to  give  them  genius,  too. 

Surpass  my  power,  at  least  confess, 

I  can  supply  them  with  the  dress. 

[She  sits  do7un  upon  the  proscenium,  leaning 
against  the  base  of  a  columtt. 

Panthalis. 

Bestir  ye,  girls  !     At  length  we  from  the  spell  are  free, 
The  old  Thessalian  hag's  weird  sorceries  are  o'er. 
The  jargon  ceased  of  yonder  intertangled  tones. 
That  did  the  ear,  and,  worse,  the  inner  sense  confound. 
To  Hades  now  away!     Our  queen  has  hurried  there 
With  sorrow-saddened  tread.     Let  us,  her  faithful  maids. 
Where  she  has  led  the  way,  attend  upon  her  path."' 
We'll  find  her  at  the  throne  of  the  Inscrutable. 

Chorus. 

Queens,  right  royal,  allwheres  are  they ! 
Even  in  Hades  they  fill  the  high  places. 
Haughtily  with  their  peers  consorting, 
With  Persephone  mating  as  friends  ; 
But  we,  in  the  far-away  distance 
Of  slumbrous  asphodel  meadows. 
Mated  with  long  scraggy  poplars, 
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With  barren  unbeautiful  willows, 
What  pastime  is  ours  or  what  pleasure  ? 
Bat-like  to  pipe  and  to  whistle, 
Ungladsome,  and  ghost-like,  and  drear? 

Panthalis. 

Who  hath  nor  fame  achieved,  nor  nobly  doth  aspire. 

Belongs  but  to  the  elements;  so  get  ye  gone  ! 

My  spirit  burns  to  be  with  my  dear  queen  once  more ; 

'Tis  not  desert  alone,  but  loyalty  as  well, 

Perpetuates  for  us  the  individual  life.  \Exit. 

All. 

Back  to  the  daylight  given  are  we  ; 
Persons,  in  sooth,  no  more, 
We  feel  and  we  know  it  well. 
But  to  Hades  we  never  return. 
Nature,  the  evermore-living. 
Asserts  on  us  spirits,  as  we  do 
On  her,  unimpeachable  claim. 

A  Portion  of  the  Chorus. 

In   the  whispering  thrill,   the  breezy  waving  of  these 

thousand  branches. 
From  the  roots  by  soft  endearments  we  shall  woo  life's 

flowing  currents. 
Up  into  the  boughs;  and  soon  with  foliage,  soon  with 

teeming  blossoms, 
Decked  profusely,  shake  our  flowing  tresses  to  the  amor- 
ous breeze. 
Falls  the   fruit,  anon   assemble    swains   and   herds   in 

throngs  exulting. 
Pressing,  crowding  swift  and  eager,  of  our  bounties  to 

possess  them. 
And  they  all  bow  down  before  us,  as  before  the  primal 

gods. 
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Another  Portion. 

Floating  o'er  the  polished  mirror  of  these  rocky  walls 

far-gleaming, 
Moving  in  soft  undulations,  we  caressingly  shall  glide; 
There  to  everj'  sound  we'll  hearken,  song  of  birds,  or 

shepherd's  pipings ; 
If  Pan's  voice  tremendous  ringeth,  straight  we  send  an 

answer  back  ; 
Rustling  zephyrs  we  re-echo, — thunders  it,  we  roll  our 

thunders. 
Till  the  peals  with  doubling  crash  reverberate  along  the 

hills. 

A  Third  Portion. 

Sisters  !    Of  more  mobile  spirit,  onwards  with  the  brooks 

we  hasten  ; 
For  the  richly  garnished  ridges  of  yon  distant  mountains 

lure  us ; 
Downwards  ever,  ever  downwards,  we  meandering  shall 

water 
Now  the  uplands,  now  the  meadows,  now  the  garden 

round  the  house. 
There  across  the  landscape,  skyward  soaring,  the  long 

tapering  summits 
Of  the  cypress  mark,  where  flows  our  crystal  mirror 

'twixt  its  banks. 

A  Fourth  Portion. 

Ye  may  roam  where'er  it  lists  you  ;  we  shall  circle,  we 

shall  murmur, 
Round  yon  planted  hill,  where  greenly  on  the  vine-stock 

grows  the  vine ; 
There  from  hour  to  hour  the  toil  of  him  that  with  a 

feverish  passion. 
Fearful  for  his   labour's  issues,   trims  the  tendrils  we 

shall  note. 


FAUST.  221 

Now  with  hoe,  and  now  with  shovel,  earthing  now,  now 

pruning,  binding, 
All  the  gods  he  sends  up  prayers  to,  to  the  sun-god, 

chief  of  all. 
Bacchus,  listless  dreamer,  little  recks  he  of  his  faithful 

vassal. 
He  in  leafycave  reclineth,  toying  with  the  youngest  Faun. 
All  that  for  the  half-awakings  of  his  fumy  dreams  he 

lacketh 
Lies  in  leathern  skins,  and  earthen  crocks  and  pitchers 

stored  already, 
From  the  ancient  days  eternal,  right  and  left  his  grotto 

cool. 
But  when  all  the  gods  combining.  Helios  still  of  all  the 

chiefest. 
Airing,  moistening,  warming,  firing,  have  the  plumpy 

berries  filled. 
Where  the  dresser  worked  in  silence,  straightway  all  is 

life  and  bustle. 
Voices  ring  from  every  alley,  ring  along  from  stake  to 

stake; 
Baskets  patter,  pitchers  clatter,  butt  and  waggon  groaning 

stagger 
Onwards  to  the  mighty  wine-press,  to  the  pressers'  sturdy 

tread  ; 
And  the   sacred   fulness  of  the   purely  nurtured  juicy 

berries 
Is   profanely  crushed;   it   mingles,    foaming,   seething, 

loathly  squashed. 
And  now  peals  the  cymbal,  mingling  with  the  beaker's 

brazen  clangour. 
For  the  mighty  Dionysos  hath  his  awful  front  unveiled  ; 
Forth  with  cloven-footed  Satyrs,  and  with  reeling  Bac- 
chants comes  he ; 
And,  amid  the  din,  incessant  brays  Silcnus"  long-eared 

beast ! 


222  FA  US  T. 

Nought  is  spared !  By  cloven  clutches  trodden  down  is 
all  decorum ; 

All  the  senses  whirling  madly,  hideous  din  the  ear  con- 
founds. 

Tipsily  they  grope  for  goblets,  heads  and  paunches  both 
o'er-laden  ; 

Here  and  there  some  look  dejected,  still  they  swell  the 
tumult  higher ; 

For,  the  new-made  must  .to  garner,  out  they  drain  the 
wine-skin  old  !  [^The  ctirtai7i falls. 

Phorkyas  in  the  proscenium  rises  to  a  gigantic  height, 
descends  fro7n  the  Cothurnus,  lifts  back  the  mask  aftd 
veil,  and  discovers  herself  to  be  Mephistopheles,  zVz 
order,  so  far  as  necessary,  to  coinmetit  on  the  piece  by 
way  of  epilogue. 


"Sk 


ACT    IV. 

SCENE   I. — A  High  Mountainous  Region. 
Strong,  Jagged,  Rocky  Peaks. 

A  cloud  comes  sweeping  across  the  peaks,  and  settles 
lipon  a  projecting  plateau.  It  divides,  and  Faust 
advances. 

Faust. 

Down-gazing  on  the  lonely  depths  beneath  my  feet, 
I   on  this  high -peaked  ridge   have   purposely  stepped 

lorth, 
Leaving  my  cloudy  car  behind,  that  bore  me  well 
Through  days  of  sunshine  over  land  and  sea: 
Slowly,  but  still  compact,  it  draws  from  me  away, 
Trailing  in  volumed  folds  along  towards  the  East. 
The  eye,  in  admiration  lost,  strains  after  it : 
It  parts,  in  wavelike  motion    swayed   from  change  to 

change. 
Yet  working  into  shape  the  while.     What's  this  I  see? 
On  sun-illumined  cushions  statelily  reclined, 
Of  more  than  mortal  size,  a  godlike  woman's  form  ! 
Majestically  fair,  she  floats  before  my  eyes. 
Like  unto  Juno's  self,  like  Leda,  Helena! 
Ah  me!  already  gone!     Broad,  shapeless,  high  up-piled, 
Like  far-off  peaks  of  ice,  it  settles  in  the  East, 
And  flashes  what  they  mean,  the  days  that  fleet  and  fade. 
Still  round  my  breast  and  brow  there  floats  a  film  of 

mist. 
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Cool,  tender,  and  caressing,  filling  me  with  cheer: 
Now  softly  up  and  up,  and  lingeringly,  it  ascends, 
Then  draws  together.     Mocks  me  a  witching  form, 
In  semblance  of  youth's  first,  long-lost,  supremest  bliss? 
From  my  heart's  depths  its  earliest  treasures  well ; 
For  me  love,  light  of  wing,  in  its  first  dawn  it  types ; 
The  look,  felt  to  the  core,  the  first,  scarce  understood. 
That,  cherished  in  the  heart,  all  treasures  else  outshone. 
Like  beauty  of  the  soul,  the  sweet  form  is  sublimed  ; 
Still  it  dissolveth  not,  into  the  sky  it  soars. 
And  with  it  bears  away  whate'er  is  best  in  me. 

A  sevefi-lcagiie  boot  comes  clamping  in,  followed  presently 
by  another.  Mephistopheles  steps  out.  The  boot 
strides  rapidly  aivay. 

Mephistopheles. 

We've  come  on  at  a  rattling  pace  ! 

But  what's  your  fancy  now  1     What  drags 

You  down  on  this  disgusting  place. 

All  gaping  chasms  and  gruesome  crags.'' 

Though  not  where  now  it  is,  I  know  it  well ; 

For  'twas  in  very  sooth  the  floor  of  hell. 

Faust. 

Your  stock  of  silly  legends  never  fails  ; 
Again  you'd  mock  me  with  these  idle  tales? 

Mephistopheles  {gravely). 
When  God  the  Lord  (why,  all  too  well  I  know) 
Hurled  us  from  out  the  sky  to  depths  profound. 
Where  fires  eterne  shot  from  their  central  glow 
Great  sheets  of  flame  that  circled  round  and  round, 
We  found  ourselves,  'neath  that  too  copious  light. 
Together  jammed  in  most  unpleasant  plight. 
The  devils  fell  a-coughing,  all  of  them, 
Up  hill,  down  dale,  they  spat  and  voided  phlegm  : 


FAUST.  225 

With  acids  and  with  sulphurojs  stench  inflated — 
That  was  a  gas  I — hell  grew  so  much  dilated, 
That  very  soon  the  earth's  crust,  flat  at  first. 
Thick  though  it  was,  with  a  great  crash  upburst ! 
So  things  are  all  reversed  ;  and  this  is  how. 
What  bottom  was  erewhile  is  summit  now. 
The  good  sound  doctrine,  too,  on  this  they  base, 
To  give  what's  undermost  the  topmost  place. 
For  we  escaped  Irom  fiery  bondage  there. 
To  lord  it  bravely  in  the  upper  air, — 
An  open  secret,  warily  concealed, 
And  only  lately  to  mankind  revealed.^ 

Falst. 

To  me  are  mountain-masses  nobly  dumb  ; 
I  neither  ask  them  whence,  nor  why,  they  come. 
When  Naturein  herself  herself  had  grounded. 
Deftly  the  earthly  ball  she  shaped  and  rounded. 
With  crested  peak  and  rifted  gorge  she  played. 
Mountain  with  mountain,  clifl' with  clift' arrayed  ; 
The  hills  she  moulded  next,  and  sloped  their  steeps 
Into  the  valleys  down  with  gentle  sweeps  : 
Then  growth  and  verdure  followed  ;  spasms  of  fire 
She  needed  not,  to  work  out  her  desire. 

Mephistopheles. 

Oh,  that's  your  view!     To  you 'tis  clear  as  light; 

Hut  those  who  saw  all  know,  'twas  different  quite. 

Zounds  !  I  was  by,  when  with  convulsive  shock 

The  abyss  burst  up,  with  flames  that  roared  and  swirled, 

When  .Moloch's  hammer,  smiting  rock  on  rock. 

Far  in  the  air  the  splintered  mountains  hurled. 

Strange  massive  boulders  strew  the  country  still ; 

I  This  seems  to  refer  to  the  Scriptural  allusion  to  Satan  as  "  Prince  of  the 
Powers  of  the  Air." 

PART  11.  P 
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The  force  that  flung  them  there,  who  can  explain  ? 

As  for  philosophy,  it  never  will : 

There  lies  the  rock,  and  there  it  must  remain ; 

Thinking-  and  theories  are  labour  vain. 

Your  common  folk,  they  only  are  cock-sure; 

To  try  to  shake  their  notions  were  mere  waste, 

Their  wisdom  long  ago  was  quite  mature  : 

A  marvel  'tis,  to  Satan's  credit  placed. 

On  crutch  of  faith  your  pilgrim  hobbles  on 

To  Devil's  Bridges,  to  the  Devil's  Stone. 

Faust. 

What  nature  is,  seen  from  the  point  of  view 
Of  devils,  is  worth  consideration  too. 

Mephistopheles. 
A  fig  for  Nature  !     What  is  she  to  me  1 
My  honour's  touched !     Myself  was  there  to  see  ! 
The  people  we,  grand  issues  to  achieve; 
Convulsion,  outrage,  madness!     See,  believe  ! 
But  now  no  more  with  sayings  dark  to  tease  you, 
Did  nothing  in  our  upper  surface  please  you  ? 
You  saw,  stretched  out  in  boundless  space  before  ye. 
The  kingdoms  of  the  world,  and  all  their  glory. 
Well,  though  you  be  so  hard  to  satisfy, 
Did  nothing  gladden  either  heart  or  eye.-* 

Faust. 

Oh  yes!     A  grand  idea  lured  me  on. 
Divine  it! 

Mephistopheles. 

That  is  quickly  done. 
I'd  seek  me  out  a  city,  which 
Was  in  all  urban  horrors  rich. 
Close  crooked  lanes,  high  gable-peaks, 
Cramped  market-place,  kale,  turnips,  leeks, 
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Shambles,  where  blue-fly  swarms  and  feasts 

On  carcasses  of  well-fed  beasts  : 

There  will  you  find  at  any  time 

Odours  and  bustle  both  sublime. 

V^ast  squares  I'd  have,  broad  streets,  that  go 

To  make  up  an  impressive  show  ; 

And  lastly,  where  no  gate  confines. 

Suburbs  that  spread  in  endless  lines. 

Of  carriages  I  should  have  store, 

To  keep  up  an  incessant  roar. 

And  cheer  me  with  the  eternal  flow 

Of  ant-swarms  bustling  to  and  fro. 

And  let  me  ride,  or  let  me  walk, 

I  still  should  be  the  pride,  the  talk 

Of  thousands,  wheresoe'er  I  went. 

Faust. 

Such  things  can  bring  me  no  content. 
One's  pleased  that  men  should  multiply, 
And  in  their  way  be  fairly  fed, 
Be  even  trained  and  taught ;  but  by-and-by 
We  find,  that  thus  are  only  rebels  bred. 

MEPHISTOI'HELr^S. 

Then,  all  for  my  delight,  I'd  rear  a  pile. 
Where  breezes  freshlicst  blow,  superb  in  style. 
Hill,  woodland,  meadow,  field,  and  glade. 
Into  a  glorious  garden  should  be  made; 
Smooth  velvet  lawns,  enclosed  in  walls  of  green. 
With  shady  groves,  and  winding  walks  between; 
Tumbling  cascades,  from  rock  to  rock  that  leap. 
With  water-jets  of  every  varied  sweep, 
.Majestic  soaring  some,  with  all  around 
Innumerable  sprays,  that  hiss,  and  splash,  and  bound. 
A  dainty  snug  retreat  I'd  next  prepare, 
.And  lodge  a  bevy  of  fair  women  there, 
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Where  through  the  illimitable  hours  I  could 

Enjoy  the  sweetest  social  solitude. 

Women,  I  say;  for,  be  it  understood, 

I  never,  never  can  my  thoughts  encumber 

With  the  dear  things  but  in  the  plural  number. 

Faust. 
Vulgar  and  vile!     Sardanapalus ! 

Mephistopheles. 

Good ! 
Oh,  if  one  might  divine  your  purpose!     High, 
Beyond  a  doubt,  it  is,  and  noble  too ! 
When  you  were  sailing  to  the  moon  so  nigh, 
Was  it  a  craze  for  her  that  wafted  you  ? 

Faust. 
Not  so!     There  still  is  scope  for  great 
Achievements  on  this  earthly  sphere — 
Things  that  shall  make  my  memory  dear. 
Bold  deeds  alone  my  energy  can  sate. 

Mephistopheles. 
So  then,  'tis  fame  you  would  attain  ? 
That  you  come  fresh  from  heroines,  is  plain. 

Faust. 
To  rule,  to  own,  that  is  my  thought. 
The  deed  is  all,  the  fame  is  nought. 

Mephistopheles. 
Yet  poets  will  turn  up,  to  blaze 
Your  glory  forth  to  after-days, 
And  set  by  folly  fools  a-craze. 

Faust. 
Where  is  the  thing  at  which  thou  wilt  not  carp  'i 
How  shouldst  thou  know  what  man  desires? 
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Thy  odious  nature,  bitter,  caustic,  sharp, 
How  should  it  know  what  man  requires? 

Mephistopheles. 

Well,  go  your  own  way,  since  you  must ! 
To  me  the  full  scope  of  your  whims  intrust! 

Faijst. 

On  the  sea's  wide  ewxpanse  I  turned  to  look  ; 
It  heaved,  as  from  within,  with  sullen  roar. 
Then  it  drew  backward,  and  its  billows  shook. 
To  storm  the  broad  reach  of  the  level  shore. 
And,  as  a  tyrant,  overbearing  mood 
Jars  the  free  soul,  that  writhes  a  wrong  to  see, 
Excites  the  feelings,  stirs  the  passionate  blood 
Into  a  ferment,  so  that  angered  me. 
I  deemed  it  chance,  the  scene  more  closely  eyed  ; 
A  little  while,  then  backward  rolled  the  tide, 
And  from  the  goal  so  proudly  reached  withdrew  ; 
But,  come  the  hour,  the  sport  begins  anew. 

Mephistopheles  {ad spedatores). 
To  me  this  pretty  tale  no  news  can  tell ; 
Some  hundred  tliousand  years  I've  known  it  well. 

Fai;st  {continues  7uith  passionate  warmth). 
Onward  it  sweeps  by  courses  numberless, 
Barren  itself,  to  squander  barrenness; 
Now  swelling,  growing,  rolling  on,  it  drowns 
In  desolation  leagues  of  wasted  downs; 
There  riots,  wave  on  wave,  with  wanton  force, 
Then  ebbs — and  nothing's  been  achieved,  of  course. 
I  might  despair,  to  see  the  aimless  way 
Such  lawless  elements  exert  their  sway. 
I     Yet  no  despair  shall  my  resolve  benumb  ; 
Here  I  might  struggle,  here  might  overcome  ! 
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Might?    Shall !    Howe'er  the  waves  run  high,  and  fleet, 

Gently  they  lap  around  each  hill  they  meet ; 

Rage  how  they  may  and  proudly  domineer. 

Still  puny  heights  their  crests  against  them  rear. 

And  puny  chasms  to  suck  them  down  are  strong. 

Straight  plan  on  plan  into  my  mind  'gan  throng; 

Mine,  mine  the  joy,  of  joys  most  precious,  be, 

Back  from  the  shore  to  bear  the  imperious  sea, 

The  bounds  to  narrow  of  the  watery  track. 

And  far  into  itself  to  thrust  it  back  ! 

My  plans  I  shall  dev-elop  bit  by  bit: 

You  know  my  wish  ;  be  bold,  and  further  it! 

\Driiins  and  warlike   tnicstc  are  heard  behind 
the  spectators,  in  the  distafice  on  the  right. 

Mephistopheles. 
Oh,  nothing  easier !     Hark,  these  drums  afar! 

Faust. 
How  !     War  again  ?    All  wise  men  shrink  from  war. 

Mephistopheles. 

Or  war  or  peace,  'tis  wise  to  lose  no  chance 
Of  reaping  gain  from  every  circumstance. 
Who'd  let  a  favourable  opening  slip.'' 
Here's  one  !     Well,  Faustus,  get  it  in  thy  grip  ! 

F.AUST. 

Such  riddling  balderdash,  I  prithee,  spare. 
And  what  you  drive  at  in  a  word  declare ! 

Mephistopheles. 

As  I  was  coming  here,  I  learned  that  lately 
The  worthy  Emperor  has  been  worried  greatly. 
You  know  the  man.     While  we  amused  him,  played 
Into  his  hands  the  spurious  wealth  we  made. 
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He  held  the  whole  world  cheap;  for  he  was  young 

When  he  succeeded  to  the  throne,  and  so 

To  the  false  notion  foolishly  he  clung, 

That  power  and  pleasure  hand  in  hand  might  go, 

And  that  'twas  fine,  and  the  right  thing  to  do, 

To  rule,  and  revel  in  enjoyment  too. 

Faust. 

A  great  mistake.     He  that  is  fit  to  rule 

In  ruling  must  a  high  contentment  find  ; 

Oflofty  aims  his  bosom  should  be  full. 

Yet  what  they  are,  by  none  must  be  divined. 

What's  whispered  in  one  loyal  ear  and  wise. 

When  it  is  done,  takes  all  men  by  surprise. 

So  shall  he  wear  right  worthily  the  crown, 

So  stand  supreme.     Mere  pleasure  drags  us  down. 

MliPHISTOPHELES. 

Not  such  is  he  !  all  times  on  pleasure  bent ! 
Meanwhile  the  realm  by  anarchy  was  rent. 
When  high  and  low  were  each  with  each  at  feud, 
When  brother  hunted  brother,  hacked  and  hewed. 
Castle  'gainst  castle  warred,  and  town  'gainst  town, 
And  guilds  conspired  to  pull  the  nobles  down. 
Bishops  against  their  flocks  and  Chapters  rose; 
And  men,  if  they  but  met  by  chance,  were  foes. 
In  churches  murder,  at  each  city  gate 
Thieves  lay  for  merchants,  travellers,  in  wait. 
Thus  all  men  grew  pugnacious  in  their  bent ; 
For  life  was  constant  warfare.     So  things  went. 

Faust. 

Went !     Limped  along,  fell  down,  got  up,  and  then 
Collapsed,  and  all  aheap  fell  down  again. 
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Mephistopheles. 
^    And  yet  this  state  of  things  none  dared  to  blame, 
For  every  man  had  some  ambitious  aim  ; 
The  very  smallest  his  big  project  had, 
But  good  men  found  things  grow  at  last  too  mad. 
Then  rose  the  able  in  their  might,  and  said  : 
"  He  that  will  give  us  peace  shall  be  our  head  ! 
The  Emperor  cannot,  will  not !     Let  us  choose 
One,  will  new  soul  into  the  realm  infuse, 
Quicken  the  world  into  a  nobler  life. 
Make  all  men  feel  secure,  end  rapine,  strife. 
And  peace  and  justice  through  the  land  diffuse  1 " 

Faust. 
A  priestly  twang  in  that ! 

Mephistopheles. 

Priests  too  were  there. 
For  portly  paunch  they  wanted  copious  fare  ; 
They  had  a  deeper  stake  than  all  the  rest. 
Rebellion  grew,  they  the  rebellion  blessed  ! 
And  the  poor  Emperor,  whom  we  made  so  gay, 
To  battle  moves,  perhaps  his  last,  to-day. 

Faust. 
It  grieves  me  much — so  good,  so  frank  was  he  ! 

Mephistopheles. 
Pshaw!     While  there's  life,  there's  hope  !     Come,  let  us 

see ! 
Let  us  but  get  him  clear  of  this  close  valley  ! 
He's  safe  for  life,  with  one  successful  rally. 
Which  way  the  dice  may  tumble,  who  can  tell? 
Come  luck,  then  vassals  they  will  come  as  well ! 

[  They  climb  up  the  central  mountain-peak,  and  look 
down  upon  the  army  drawn  up  in  the  valley. 
Drums  and  military  music  resound  from  below. 
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Ha  !     The  position's  chosen  well,  I  see. 
If  we  strike  in,  he's  sure  of  victory. 

Faust. 

What  now  is  in  the  wind  ?     Deceit! 
Magic  illusion  !     Shows  that  cheat ! 

Mephistopheles. 

Warcraft,  by  which  are  battles  won! 

Think  of  the  work  you  wish  begun. 

And  to  your  grand  idea  cleave! 

Save  for  the  Emperor  his  throne  and  land; 

Then,  kneeling,  from  his  hand  in  fief  receive 

A  limitless  expanse  of  ocean-strand. 

Faust. 

You've  compassed  many  things,  'tis  true: 
Well,  well,  go  on,  and  win  a  battle  too  I 

Mephistopheles. 

No  ;  you're  to  win  it !     You  must  play 
The  general-in-chief  to-day. 

Faust. 

An  honour  truly,  to  command. 
Where  I  just  nothing  understand  ! 

Mephistopheles. 

Leave  to  your  Staff  to  see  things  straight, 

And  in  the  background  calmly  wait. 

Long  since  1  traced  war's  blunders  to  their  source  ; 

For  triumph,  on  the  elemental  force 

Of  mountain  and  of  man  I  rest: 

Who  into  play  can  bring  both  these,  is  blest. 
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Faust. 

Who  are  the  armed  men  there  below? 
Have  you  stirred  up  the  Hill-folk  ? 

Mephistopheles. 

No! 
But,  like  good  Master  Peter  Squence/ 
The  whole  squad  in  its  quintessence. 

Enter  The  Three  Mighty  Men. 

Mephistopheles. 

Here  my  fine  fellows  come!     You  see, 
Of  very  different  years  they  be — 
Dress,  armour  different :  you  will  not 
Come  badly  off  with  such  a  lot. 

\Ad  spectatores. 
There's  not  a  child  but  loves  to  see 
Men  in  cuirass  and  knightly  gorget  dight; 
And,  as  these  knaves  quite  allegoric  be, 
They  will  for  that  give  all  the  more  delight. 

Bully  {yoimg,  lightly  armed,  clad  in  motley). 

If  one  stare  at  me,  eye  to  eye, 

I  dash  my  fist  straight  off  into  his  chops  ; 

And  any  coward,  if  he  fly, 

I  clutch  him  by  the  hair  until  he  stops. 

Grab-Quick  {manly,  tuell  armed,  richly  clad). 

Such  pranks  are  idle  and  unfitting, 
An  utter  waste  of  time  and  tide  ; 
.Seize,  pillage,  plunder,  unremitting, 
And  think  of  nothing  else  beside  ! 

1  A  not  very  obvious  allusion  to  the  Peter  Quince  of  'The  Midsummor 
Night's  Dream,'  who  became  the  Peter  Squenz  of  a  German  farce. 


FA  US  T.  235 

Holdfast  {stricken  in  years,  strongly  arvied,  luithout 
other  garment.') 

No  mighty  boon  in  that,  I  say! 

Wealth,  even  though  great,  soon  slips  away 

In  life's  swift  currents  strong  and  deep. 

To  seize  is  well,  but  better  'tis  to  keep  : 

Leave  the  grey  carlot  free  to  act. 

And  he  will  keep  your  gear  intact. 

[  They  descend  the  mountain  together. 


SCENE    II. — On  the  Spur  of  the  Mountain. 

Drums  and  martial  music  heard  from  below.  The 
Emperor's  tent  is  pitched.  Emperor,  Commander- 
in-Chief,  A  ttendants. 

COM.MANDER-IN-ClIIEF. 

I  still  am  satisfied,  'twas  best 
To  draw  back  to  the  valley  here 
Our  forces,  when  so  hotly  pressed  : 
Twill  win  the  day  for  us,  I'm  clear. 

Empekok. 

The  event  will  show  how  that  may  be ; 

Hut  this  half  flight,  this  yielding,  troubles  me. 

Commander-in-Chief. 

Look  at  our  right  flank  !     Ground,  my  liege,  like  this. 
Not  for  the  world  would  a  true  soldier  miss  ; 
The  hills  not  steep,  yet  steeper  than  they  show, 
Odds  in  our  favour,  odds  against  the  foe. 
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Whilst  on  the  wavelike  plain  half-hid  we  lie, 
Their  cavalry  will  never  dare  come  nigh. 

Emperor. 

Nought's  left  me  but  to  praise;  stout  heart, 
Stout  arm,  can  here  play  well  their  part. 

Commander-in-Chief. 

Here  where  the  central  plain  spreads  many  a  rood. 
You  see  the  phalanx  in  true  fighting  mood. 
Their  lances,  by  the  early  sun-rays  kissed. 
Shimmer  and  sparkle  through  the  morning  mist. 
How  dark  waves  to  and  fro  the  massive  square  I 
There  thousand  hearts  beat  high,  to  do  or  dare. 
How  strong  we  are,  by  this  you  may  divine  ; 
To  them  I  trust  to  break  the  enemy's  line. 

Emperor. 
Now  for  the  first  time  this  fair  sight  I  see: 
Worth  twice  its  numbers  such  a  host  must  be. 

Commander-in-Chief. 

Nothing  to  say  of  our  left  flank  have  I ; 

The  stubborn  rocks  stout  heroes  occupy. 

Yon  broken  cliff,  that  gleams  with  arms,  secures 

The  entrance  to  tlie  pass,  and  so  ensures. 

That  here  the  enemy,  surprised,  will  break 

Their  force  compact,  and  bloody  shipwreck  make. 

Emperor. 
See,  where  they  come,  my  traitor  kin  !     Oh  how 
They  called  me  cousin,  uncle,  brother  !     Now 
Still  more  and  more  presumptuous  they  grew, 
Stripped  me  of  power,  of  kingly  reverence  due. 
Then,  by  their  feuds,  laid  my  whole  kingdom  waste, 
And  now  in  rebel  league  to  crush  me  haste ! 
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From  side  to  side  a  while  the  people  sway, 
Then  in  the  torrent's  whirl  are  swept  away. 

Commander-in-Chief. 

A  trusty  spy,  to  gather  news  sent  out. 

Comes  hurr)ing  down  the  rocks;  ill  news,  I  doubt! 

First  Spv. 

By  what  guile  and  daring  may, 

And  by  many  an  artful  track. 
Here  and  there  we  forced  our  way. 

Yet  small  comfort  bring  we  back. 
Loyalty  to  thee  was  sworn 

By  many  in  fine  words  ;  but  all 
Hung  back,  for  they,  they  said,  were  worn 

By  public  peril,  civic  brawl. 

Emperor. 
Oh,  for  themselves  alone  self-seekers  care; 
Duty,  love,  honour,  gratitude  are  nought. 
When  things  are  doing  well,  who  takes  to  thought 
How,  when  the  next  house  burns,  his  own  may  fare? 

Commander-in-Chief. 

Here  comes  another,  slow,  with  heavy  feet : 
He  quakes  in  every  limb,  and  seems  dead  beat. 

Second  Spy. 

Glad  were  we,  when  we  detected 

Tumult  raging,  wild  and  weird  ; 
All  at  once,  and  unexpected, 

A  new  Emperor  appeared. 
Straight,  submissive  to  his  mandate, 

O'er  the  plains  the  people  sweep; 
His  false  flag,  as  he  had  planned  it. 

They  all  follow — very  sheep. 
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Emperor. 

A  rival  emperor  as  a  boon  I  hail ; 

Emperor  I  never  felt  myself  till  now. 

As  a  mere  soldier  did  I  don  my  mail ; 

For  higher  ends  my  casque  now  rings  my  brow. 

At  every _/?/t',  though  brilliant  it  might  be, 

Complete  throughout,  yet  danger  lacked  for  me. 

When,  at  your  wish,  to  tilt  at  ring  I  went, 

My  heart  beat  high,  I  breathed  the  Tournament ; 

And  had  you  not  from  war  withheld  me,  fame 

For  deeds  heroic  would  have  crowned  my  name. 

Mine  was  a  soul,  I  felt,  of  dauntless  mould, 

When  yonder  sea  of  fire  around  me  rolled  ; 

It  pressed  upon  me,  threatening  direful  fate: 

'Twas  show,  mere  show,  and  yet  the  show  was  great. 

Wild  dreams  Fve  had  of  victory  and  fame  ; 

Now  will  I  do  what,  left  undone,  was  shame  ! 

[Heralds  are  despatched  ivith  a  challenge  to  the 
rival  Emperor.  Etiter  Faust  in  armour,  his 
visor  half  closed.  The  Three  Mighty  Men 
equipped  and  dressed  as  before. 

Faust. 
Behold  us  here,  unchid  withal,  we  hope ; 
For  foresight,  even  when  things  are  safe,  there's  scope. 
The  Mountain-folk,  thou  knowest,  think  and  brood, 
Deciphering  the  signs,  in  thoughtful  mood. 
That  all  through  nature  and  the  rocks  are  strewed. 
Spirits,  that  long  have  left  the  plains,  cling  still 
With  fondness  to  lone  peak  and  misty  hill. 
Through  labyrinthine  chasms  their  work  is  sped, 
'Mid  gases'  reek,  by  fumes  metallic  bred ; 
They  separate,  test,  combine,  and  never  rest. 
Of  something  new  for  evermore  in  quest. 
With  the  light  hand  of  spiritual  power 
They  build  up  forms  translucent  hour  by  hour; 
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Then  in  the  crystal,  dumb  although  it  be, 
The  upper  world  and  all  it  does  they  see. 

Emperor. 

This  I  have  heard,  and  I  believe  it  true; 

But  what  have  we,  friend,  with  all  this  to  do? 

F.ALST. 

The  sorcerer  of  Sabine  Norcia  thou 

Hast  to  thy  service  bound — he  serves  thee  now. 

How  dread  the  fate  hung  over  him,  and  dire  ! 

The  brushwood  crackled,  up  shot  tongues  of  fire  ; 

Piled  were  the  sapless  billets  round  him,  which 

Were  intermixed  with  brimstone-rods,  and  pitch  : 

Save  him  nor  man,  nor  God,  nor  devil  could, — 

But  thou  didst  burst  these  bonds  of  blazing  wood  ! 

This  was  at  Rome.     That  service  ne'er  forgot. 

To  guard  thy  welfare  is  his  constant  thought. 

Still  from  that  hour,  of  self  unheeding,  he 

(2uestions  the  stars,  the  deeps,  and  all  for  thee. 

He  charged  us,  straight  to  make  thy  business  ours,         ^ 

And  stand  by  thee.     Great  are  the  mountains'  powers — 

Nature  in  them  works  so  supremely  free: 

This  stupid  priests  denounce  as  sorcery. 

Emperor. 
On  days  of  festal,  when  my  guests  I  greet, 
Who,  brimmed  with  pleasant  thoughts,  for  pleasure  meet, 
It  gladdens  me  to  see  them  throng  and  press. 
And,  with  the  crowd,  the  hall  grow  less  and  less; 
But  welcomer  than  all  the  man  must  be, 
Who  chivalrously  comes  to  stand  by  me. 
Here  with  the  dawn,  when  perilous  issues  wait. 
And  o'er  us  darkly  hang  the  scales  of  Fate. 
But  at  this  crisis  grave,  where  now  we  stand, 
Keep  from  thy  ready  sword  thy  stalwart  hand, 


240  FA  US  T. 

Respect  the  hour,  when  mighty  hosts  draw  near, 

For  or  against  me,  to  do  battle  here  ! 

Self  makes  the  man  !     Who  covets  crown  or  throne 

Must  prove  his  claim  by  prowess  of  his  own. 

As  for  that  phantom  w'ho  against  us  stands. 

Dubs  himself  Emperor,  ruler  of  our  lands. 

The  army's  Duke,  my  nobles'  rising  sun, 

Let  him  to  death  by  mine  own  hand  be  done  ! 

Faust. 

Though  it  were  glorious  thus  an  end  to  make, 
It  were  not  well,  my  liege,  thy  life  to  stake. 
With  crest  and  plume  is  not  the  helmet  dight? 
It  guards  the  head  that  nerves  us  for  the  fight. 
Without  the  head  what  would  the  limbs  avail  ? 
If  that  grow  torpid,  these  all  faint  and  fail ; 
If  that  be  hurt,  all  these  are  wounded  too — 
If  healed,  then  vigour  stirs  in  them  anew : 
Straight  will  the  arm  its  stalwart  right  assert, 
It  lifts  the  shield  to  save  the  skull  from  hurt ; 
The  sword  as  sw'iftly  will  its  duty  show, 
Parry  with  vigour  and  return  the  blow; 
The  foot  takes  part  in  their  success,  and  treads 
Triumphant  on  the  downstruck  foemen's  heads. 

Emperor. 
Such  is  my  anger;  him  I  thus  would  treat, 
So  make  his  head  a  footstool  for  my  feet. 

Heralds  {returning). 

Little  honour,  little  profit, 

Have  we  met  with,  where  we  went ; 
Rudely  did  they  scorn  and  scoff  it. 

That  brave  challenge  which  you  sent. 
"Your  Emperor  !    Pshaw!    We  mock  and  flout  him  ! 

Feeble  echo  in  yon  vale  ! 
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When  we  think  or  speak  about  him, 
'  Pshaw  ! '  we  say,  '  a  bygone  tale  ! '  " 

Faust. 

Things  have  fallen  out  as  they  would  wish  them,  who 
Stand  by  your  side  unswervingly  and  true. 
The  foe  draws  near;  thy  troops  on  fire  ;  do  thou 
Command  the  attack  !     No  better  time  than  now. 

Emperor. 
My  claim  to  lead  the  host  I  here  resign ; 

\To  the  Commander-in-Chief. 
And  now  that  duty,  good  my  lord,  is  thine. 

Commander-in-Chief. 
Let  the  left  wing  set  forward  to  the  field  ! 
The  enemy's  left,  now  coming  up  the  slope, 
Shall,  ere  they  reach  the  top,  be'forced  to  yield ; 
With  our  young  seasoned  troops  they  cannot  cope. 

Faust. 

Let  this  blithe  hero  here,  I  pray  your  Grace, 
Within  your  ranks,  and  quickly,  take  his  place; 
And,  with  your  troops  incorporated  so. 
The  sterling  stuff  that  he  is  made  of  show. 

\^Pin/its  to  the  ria^ht. 

Bully  (^advancing). 

Who  looks  me  in  the  face,  he  runs  the  hazard 

Of  being  well  scored  over  cheek  and  mazzard  ; 

Who  turns  his  i^ack  to  me — well,  he  may  risk  it, 

But  down  he'll  topple,  cleft  from  chine  to  ijrisket. 

And  if  your  men  will  only  then 

With  sword  and  mace  strike  home  like  me. 

Your  foes  amain  will  strew  the  plain. 

Bathed  in  their  blood  as  in  a  sea.  [/i.v/t. 

PART  IT.  Q 
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Commander  in-Chief. 

Now  let  our  central  phalanx  follow  slow  ; 
With  force  compact  and  wary  meet  the  foe. 
Already  their  right  wing  a  check  has  met ; 
Their  plans  are  by  our  tactics  quite  upset! 

Faust  {pointing  to  the  middle  one). 
Let  him  there  also  follow  your  commands ! 

Have  Quick  {advanci7ig). 

With  the  army's  pluck,  heroic  and  fine, 

Shall  the  thirst  for  plunder  and  pillage  combine ; 

On  this  one  object  be  all  intent, 

The  rival  Emperor's  gorgeous  tent ! 

Not  long  shall  he  flaunt  it  there  in  pride ; 

To  the  onslaught  myself  will  the  phalanx  guide. 

Pillage-fast,  Sutler  Woman  {fawnijig  upofi  him). 

Although  his  wife  I  may  not  be. 

He's  the  dearest  of  fancy  men  to  me. 

What  a  harvest  awaits  us  there  !     Your  drab 

Is  a  very  devil  to  gripe  and  grab. 

Where  she  plunders  and  rifles,  no  pity  has  she ; 

Once  win,  and  to  do  what  you  like  you're  free.  [Exeunt. 

Commander-in-Chief. 

As  we  foresaw,  upon  our  left  their  right 
Is  hurled  in  force.     Each  man  of  ours  will  fight 
To  the  last  gasp  to  hold  the  foe  in  check, 
That  tries  to  storm  the  gorge's  narrow  neck. 

Faust  {beckons  to  the  left). 

Pray  you,  sir,  note  yon  fellow,  too !     What  harm. 
If  strength  consents  itself  with  strength  to  arm.? 
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Holdfast  {advancing). 

For  the  left  wing  dismiss  all  care! 

'Twill  hold  its  own,  when  I  am  there. 

The  old  one  about  him  has  all  his  wits; 

What  I  once  grasp,  no  lightning  splits.  \Exit. 

Mephistopheles  {descending from  above). 

Look  now,  how  there,  behind  our  left. 

From  every  jagged  rocky  cleft. 

Armed  men  press  onward,  closely  packed. 

The  pass  still  further  to  contract! 

With  casque,  cuirass,  sword,  shield,  and  spear, 

A  bulwark  at  our  backs  they  rear, 

Waiting  the  signal  to  strike  home. 

\^/lside  to  the  knowing  ones. 
You  must  not  ask  me  whence  they  come. 
I've  not  been  slow,  since  I  went  out, 
I've  cleared  the  armouries  round  about. 
They  stood  on  foot  or  horseback  there. 
As  if  the  lords  of  earth  they  were  ; 
Knights,  kaisers,  kings  they  were  of  yore, 
Now  empty  snail-shells,  nothing  more. 
Many's  the  ghost  himself  with  these  has  deck-.d. 
And  to  the  life  the  Middle  Ages  played. 
Whatever  imps  be  now  in  them  arrayed. 
For  this  once  they'll  produce  a  rare  effect. 

[Aloud 
Hark  !     What  a  temper  they  are  in  ! 
Mail  clanks  'gainst  mail  with  clattering  din  ! 
Torn  banners,  too,  are  fluttering  there. 
That  longed  again  to  breathe  fresh  air. 
Here  we  have  got  an  ancient  people,  who 
Fain  in  this  modern  fray  would  mingle,  too. 

[Tremendous  blare  of  trumpets  from  above; 
perceptible  uuivering  in  the  hostile  army. 
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Faust. 
Dark  the  horizon  grows ;  meseems, 
Breaks  here  and  there  in  fitful  gleams 
A  ruddy  and  portentous  shine. 
The  spears,  blood-boltered,  flash  and  glare; 
The  rocks,  the  wood,  the  very  air, 
All  heaven  in  sympathy  combine. 

Mephistopheles. 
The  right  flank  stoutly  holds  its  ground  ; 
But,  towering  in  their  midst,  I  see 
The  giant  Bully,  dealing  free 
Those  swashing  strokes  of  his  around. 

Emperor. 
At  first  I  saw  one  arm  up  ;  now 
A  dozen  rage  there.     Anyhow, 
This  can't  be  natural  or  right. 

Faust. 
Hast  thou  not  heard  of  mists,  that  round 
The  coasts  of  Sicily  abound  ? 
There,  hovering  clear  in  broad  daylight. 
Uplifted  high  in  middle  air, 
Mirrored  in  exhalations  rare, 
A  wondrous  vision  meets  the  gaze — 
Towns  oscillating  to  and  fro, 
Gardens  now  high,  now  sinking  low, 
Picture  on  picture  breaking  through  the  haze. 

Emperor. 
But  yet,  how  strange!     See,  each  spear-head, 
As  if  with  lightning,  flashes  red  ! 
While  moves  the  host,  on  every  lance 
I  see  a  flamelet  flit  and  dance: 
To  me  it  looks  too  spectral  quite. 
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Faust. 


Forgive  me,  these  things  glimpses  show 

Of  spirits  gone  hence  long  ago, 

The  famous  Twins  revealed  once  more, 

By  whom  of  old  all  seamen  swore, — 

For  our  last  stroke  they  nerve  their  might. 

Emperor. 

To  whom,  then,  do  we  owe  it,  say, 
That  nature,  in  this  wondrous  way. 
For  us  should  spells  so  rare  unite  ? 

Mephistopheles. 

To  whom,  but  to  that  mighty  master. 
Who  in  his  breast  thy  fate  doth  keep? 
To  see  thee  menaced  with  disaster. 
Stirred  feelings  in  him  strong  and  deep. 
So  thou  art  saved,  he  gladly  would 
Meet  death,  to  prove  his  gratitude. 

Emperor. 

Round  me  that  time  with  cheers  and  pomp  they  pressed. 

Then  I  was  something;  this  I  wished  to  test. 

So,  without  thinking,  seized  the  chance,  and  there 

Gave  the  white-bearded  fellow  some  fresh  air. 

By  this  I  robbed  the  clergy  of  a  treat ; 

Thus  was  my  fall  in  their  good  books  complete. 

Now,  after  all  these  years,  am  I  to  test 

The  outcome  of  a  deed  done  half  in  jest  ? 

Faust. 

Rich  interest  follows  generous  deed. 
Now  turn  your  gaze  on  high  !     He  will 
Some  signal  send,  methinks.     Give  heed! 
It  will  anon  be  visible. 
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Emperor. 

An  eagle  hovers  in  the  vaulted  blue. 
Him  doth  a  griffin,  fierce  for  fight,  pursue. 

Faust. 

Now  mark!     This  augurs  well,  at  least. 
The  griffin  is  a  fabled  beast; 
What !     He  to  wrangle  with  the  eagle, 
A  bird  so  real  and  so  regal  ? 

Emperor. 

See  now,  in  circles  wide  they  float. 
Each  coursing  each — and  now  they  clash 
Together,  and  with  gash  on  gash 
Rend  one  another's  breast  and  throat. 

Faust. 

Look,  look!     The  sorry  griffin,  how, 
All  rent  and  scarred,  he  staggers,  drops 
His  lion  tail !     And  see,  he  now 
Is  lost  amid  the  pine-tree  tops ! 

Emperor.  ' 

May  this  portend  what  is  t0/^5e! 
Lost  in  amaze,  I  wait  to  see. 

Mephistopheles  {towards  the  right). 

See,  see!  the  enemy  give  back. 
Pressed  by  our  still  renewed  attack, 
And,  feebly  keeping  up  the  fight, 
They're  falling  back  upon  their  right. 
The  left  of  their  main  body  so 
They  into  dire  confusion  throw. 
Now  on  the  right  our  phalanx  brings 
Its  serried  front,  like  lightning  flings 
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Itself  on  the  weak  spot,  and  straight, 
As  ocean  waves  in  stormy  weather, 
The  forces,  matched  in  bulk  and  weight. 
In  fray  tumultuous  clash  together. 
Nothing  was  ever  better  done  ; 
For  us  the  battle  has  been  won. 

Emperor  {on  the  left  side,  to  Faust). 
Look  I     Yonder  something  seems  amiss  I 
What,  what  can  be  the  cause  of  this  ? 
No  stones  upon  the  foe  are  hailed. 
And  they  the  lower  cliff  have  scaled  ; 
None  keep  the  heights,  a  blow  to  strike. 
Look  there!     The  foe,  in  serried  mass. 
Still  pressing  on  and  on,  belike 
Have  gained  possession  of  the  pass; 
Of  ways  unblest  the  issue  plain  ! 
These  sleights  of  yours  are  all  in  vain.        {Pause. 

MliPHISTOPHELES. 

My  ravens  here  their  flight  are  winging ; 
What  can  the  message  be  they're  bringing? 
The  other  side,  I  fear,  prevails. 

Emperor. 
What  may  these  ill-starred  birds  presage .' 
Hither  they  bend  their  swarthy  sails. 
Straight  from  the  rock-tight's  fiery  rage. 

Mephistopheles  {to  the  Ravetis). 
Sit  down  by  me,  at  either  ear!  ' 

Whom  you  protect  need  never  fear, 
For  your  advice  is  sound  and  sage. 

Faust  {to  the  Etnperor). 
Hast  never  heard  of  pigeons,  who 
Back  to  their  nest  and  fledgelings  flew 
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From  regions  strange  to  them  and  far? 
That's  the  case  here,  though  different. 
The  pigeon-post  in  peace  is  sent, 
The  raven-post's  required  for  war. 

Mephistopheles. 
They  tell  me  of  a  grievous  pinch. 
Look  how  they're  pressing,  inch  by  inch, 
Around  our  heroes'  rocky  wall ! 
The  nearest  heights  are  stormed,  alas! 
And,  if  we  were  to  lose  the  pass, 
Our  case  would  be  most  critical. 

Emperor. 
Betrayed !     I  am  betrayed  at  last ! 
'Tis  you  have  round  me  drawn  the  net! 
Horror!  to  feel  it  holds  me  fast! 

Mephistopheles. 
Courage!     There's  nothing  lost  as  yet. 
Patience  unties  the  hardest  knot; 
Work's  hottest,  when  the  end's  at  hand. 
I  trusty  messengers  have  got. 
Command,  that  I  may  take  command ! 

Commander-in-Chief  {ivho  mea7i'whih  has  arrived). 

These  men  thou  hast  to  counsel  ta'en, 
To  me  were,  first  and  last,  a  pain. 
The  battle,  now  I  cannot  mend  it, 
'Twas  they  began,  and  they  may  end  it. 
My  baton  I  to  thee  restore. 

Emperor. 
Not  so!     Retain  it,  till  the  Fates 
Perchance  may  send  us  happier  hours. 
I  shudder  at  this  fellow's  powers. 
And  his  weird  bird-confederates. 
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{To  Mephistopheles. 
Give  you  the  baton  ?     Surely  no. 
You're  not,  methinks,  the  proper  man. 
Command  !     Avert  our  overthrow  ! 
And  so  betide,  betide  what  can  ! 
{Exil  into  the  tent  with  the  Commander-in-Chief. 

Mephistopheles. 
His  baton  !     Pooh  !     What  silly  fuss ! 
Small  profit  would  it  bring  to  us. 
There  was  a  kind  of  cross  upon  it.  , 

Faust. 
What  will  you  do  ? 

Mephistopheles. 

Do  ?     I  have  done  it. 
Hence,  my  black  cousins,  apt  and  fleet. 
To  the  great  mountain-lake  !     The  Undines  greet. 
And  for  the  semblance  of  a  flood  entreat! 
By  arts,  hard  to  divine,  of  female  scheming. 
They  from  the  thing  that  is  can  part  the  seeming. 
And,  that  it  is  the  very  thing,  will  swear.        {Pause. 

Faust. 

Our  ravens  have  with  flattery  rare 

Cajoled  the  water-nymphs  from  their  lair. 

See,  trickling  rills  begin  to  gush! 

From  many  a  dry  bare  rocky  brow 

The  springs  in  full  swift  volume  rush.  / 

Yon  victory  is  no  victory  now. 

Mephistopheles. 

Strange  greeting  that !     What  follows  ne.xt .' 
The  boldest  climber  is  perplexed. 
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Faust. 

I5rook  downward  bounds  to  brook  in  headlong  course, 
From  the  ravines  they  rush  with  twofold  force  ; 
And  now  in  one  bright  arch  the  torrent  sweeps. 
Wide  o'er  the  rocks  it  spreads,  a  shining  flat. 
Flashes  and  foams  to  this  side  and  to  that, 
And  ledge  by  ledge  into  the  valley  leaps. 
What  boots  the  bravest  heart  a  tide  to  stay, 
Must  sweep  before  it  everything  away? 
My  very  flesh  to  see  such  havoc  creeps. 

Mephistopheles. 

Nothing  see  I  of  all  these  water-lies ; 
Illusions  these  only  for  human  eyes  : 
This  wondrous  hap  to  me  is  sheer  delight. 
Huddled  in  heaps,  they  turn  in  headlong  flight. 
Fancying,  the  fools,  they  will  be  drowned. 
And  puff  and  blow  on  solid  ground. 
Their  arms,  like  swimmers,  striking  out. 
Now  all's  confusion,  utter  rout ! 

[  The  Ravens  have  come  back. 
To  the  great  Master  FU  speak  well  of  you. 
Now,  would  you  prove  yourselves  true  Masters  too, 
Hence  to  the  smithy,  belching  fire, 
Where  the  dwarf-folk,  that  never  tire. 
Strike  sparks  from  metal  and  from  stone  ; 
Ask  them  for  fire,  while  lightly  chattering — 
Fire  brilliant,  dazzling,  sputtering,  spattering, 
Such  as  is  but  to  fancy  known. 
Lightning,  no  doubt,  far  in  the  sky, 
And  stars,  swift  shooting  from  on  high. 
May  any  summer  night  be  seen  ; 
But  lightning,  on  the  brushwood  gleaming. 
And  stars,  that  hiss  on  ground  that's  steaming, 
Are  not  such  common  sights,  I  ween. 
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So,  without  fuss,  you  understand, 
You  first  must  beg,  and  then  command. 

{The  Ravens  fly  away.    All  happens  as  prescribed. 
Thick  darkness  settles  on  the  foe! 
Which  way  to  turn,  they  do  not  know. 
Meteors  all  round,  and  sudden  light, 
To  dazzle  and  confound  the  sight! 
Magnificent!     But  now  we  want 
Some  sound  to  terrify  and  daunt. 

Faist. 

The  empty  arms,  from  ancient  halls  that  came. 
Find  the  fresh  air  breathe  vigour  through  their  frame. 
They're  rattling,  banging,  clattering  up  there — 
A  wonderful,  discordant  blare  ! 

Mephistopheles. 

Quite  right!     They're  not  to  be  kept  back! 

Now  rings  out  knightly  whack  on  whack, 

As  in  the  famous  good  old  days. 

Gauntlet,  cuirass,  and  cuisses  too. 

As  Guelphs  and  Ghibellines,  renew 

Full  tilt  their  never-ending  frays.  • 

Firm  in  transmitted  rancour,  they 

A  hate  implacable  display. 

Now  far  and  wide  the  tumult  brays  ! 

And  so,  at  every  i\c\\\'s/ele, 

Nought  works  so  well  as  party  hate, 

Down  to  the  last  convulsive  throe. 

Wild  sounds,  that  scatter  fear  and  panic, 

Mingled  with  piercing  yells  Satanic, 

Ring  down  into  the  vale  below. 

[  li'ar  tumult  in  the  Orchestra,  passing  at  last 
into  cheerful  military  music. 
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SCENE   III.— The  Rival  Emperor's  Tent. 
Throne,    Rich    Surroundings.      Have    Quick- 

PlLLAGE-FAST. 

Pillage-fast. 
We're  first  upon  the  field,  you  see. 

Have  Quick. 
No  raven  flies  so  fast  as  we. 

Pillage-fast. 
Oh,  look,  what  heaps  of  treasure  there  ! 
Where  to  begin?     To  finish  where? 

Have  Quick. 

So  crammed  the  place  with  plunder  stands, 
I  know  not  where  to  lay  my  hands. 

Pillage-fast. 

That  carpet  suits  me  to  a  T  ; 
My  bed  is  often  too  hard  for  me. 

Have  Quick. 

-,  A  Morgenstern  of  steel !     Just  such 
A''  i\for  years  have  longed  for  much  ! 

X  Pillage-fast. 

That  scartct  cloak  with  golden  seams, 
One  like  it  F?.as  often  crossed  my  dreams  ! 

Have  Qufv^K  {taking  the  weapon). 

With  this  one  mävkes  short  work.     A  blow, 
The  fellow's  dead,^  and  on  we  go  ! 
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You've  packed  up  such  a  lot,  and  yet 
Not  managed,  the  right  sort  to  get. 
Leave  all  that  rubbish  where  it  lay; 
Take  one  of  these  small  chests  away! 
The  army's  niggard  pay  they  hold; 
It's  belly's  stuffed  with  solid  gold. 

Pillage-fast. 

'Tis  mortal  heavy!     More  than  I 
Am  fit  to  lift  or  carry. 

Have  Quick. 

Tr>'! 
Quick,  stoop!     Duck  down,  and  let  me  pack 
The  box  upon  your  sturdy  back. 

Pillage-fast. 

Alack,  alack!     I'm  done  for!     Whew! 
It  fairly  breaks  my  back  in  two. 

[  The  chest  falls  ami  breaks  open. 

Have  Quick. 

There  lies  the  red  gold,  all  aheap; 
Quick,  quick,  and  up  the  shiners  sweep! 

PiLLAGE-I-AST    {crOUchcS  doiVtl). 

Into  my  lap  with  them  !     With  this 
We  shan't  do  very  much  amiss. 

Have  Quick. 

There  !   That's  enough  !    Off  with  you  !    Pack  ! 

\^She  rises. 
Your  apron  has  a  hole.     Alack  ! 
Whether  you  stand  or  move,  no  matter. 
The  treasure  recklessly  you  scatter. 
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Halberdiers  {of  the  true  Emperor  enter'). 
This  spot  is  sacred !     What  are  you  about? 
Rifling  the  Emperor's  treasure-trove,  I  doubt? 

Have  Quick. 
Limb,  life  we  risked,  and  cheaply  for  his  sake, 
And  of  the  booty  now  our  share  we  take. 
'Tis  common  usage,  friend,  the  victor's  due ; 
And  as  for  us,  why,  we  are  soldiers  too. 

Halberdiers. 
That  makes  no  part  of  our  belief; 
A  soldier,  quotha,  and  a  thief! 
The  man  who  serves  our  Emperor,  must 
Be  one  whose  honesty  we  trust. 

Have  Quick. 
That  honesty  right  well  we  know  ; 
You  name  it  "Contribution,"  though. 
You're  all  on  the  same  footing  here ; 
The  password  of  your  trade  is  "  Give  ! " 

\To  Pillage-fast. 
Start  off  with  what  you've  sacked  !     'Tis  clear. 
We're  anything  but  welcome  here.  {^Exeunt. 

First  Halberdier. 
The  saucy  knave!     Why  broke  you  not 
His  pate  across  upon  the  spot? 

Second  Halberdier. 
Can't  tell !     I  felt  unnerved.     They  were 
So  phantom-like  and  weird  a  pair. 

Third  Halberdier. 
Something  went  wrong  about  my  sight ; 
'Twas  dazzled,  I  saw  nothing  right. 
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Fourth  Halberdier. 

What  it  all  means,  I  fathom  not. 
All  through  the  day  it  was  so  hot, 
Oppressive,  close,  such  sultr)-  smother. 
One  kept  his  feet,  down  dropped  another; 
We  groped  and  laid  about  us  so, 
A  foeman  fell  at  every  blow  ; 
Before  our  eyes  there  waved  a  mist, 
Within  our  ears  it  buzzed  and  hissed  : 
So  things  went  on,  and  here  are  we, 
But  know  not,  how  things  came  to  be. 

Enter  The  Emperor  with  four  Princes.    The 
Halberdiers  retire. 

Emperor. 

Well,  leave  him  to  his  fate !    The  day  is  ours.     In  panic 

rout 
The    beaten    foe    across    the    plains    is    scattered    all 

about. 
Here  stands  the  empty  throne,  here  finds  the  traitor's 

treasure  place. 
And,  hung  around  with  tapestries,  contracts  the  narrow 

space. 
We,  rich  in  honour,  shielded  by  our  own  true  guards 

the  while. 
Await  our  people's  envoys  here  in  high  imperial  style. 
From  every  side  come  tidings  in,  glad  tidings,  hour  by 

hour, 
*''hat  peace  is  to  a  realm  restored,  that  gladly  owns  our 

power. 
If,  in  the  stand  we  made,  some  sleights  of  jugglery  were 

wrought, 
Yet.  when  all's  siiid,  'twas  we  alone,  and  only  we  who 

fought. 
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Mere  accidents  for  those  who  fight  will  sometinies  work 

to  good — 
Here  falls  from  heaven  a  meteor-stone,  there  rains  a 

shower  of  blood. 
Sounds  of  a  wild  and  wondrous  kind  boom   from  the 

caverns  near, 
That  make  our  hearts  beat  high,  and  fill  the  foeman's 

hearts  with  fear. 
A  mark  for  lasting  jeer  and  scorn,  the  vanquished  prone 

is  laid  ; 
By  the  exulting  victor  praise  to  the  t'avouring  God   is 

paid. 
No    need   to   give   command,    for   all    unite   with    one 

accord 
From  thousand  throats  to  cr}',  "We  give  Thee  thanks 

and  praise,  O  Lord  !  " 
Yet — best  and  highest  praise  of  all !  — I  turn  on  mine  own 

breast, — 
Which  rarely  I  have  done  before, — mine  eyes  in  pious 

quest. 
A  young  gay-hearted  prince  may  waste  the  happy  days 

are  his ; 
The  rolling  years  teach  how  momentous  every  nroment 

is. 
Therefore  no  more  will  I  dela)',  but  link  myself  with 

you. 
To  stand   for  home,  and  court,  and  realm,  ye  worthy 

Four  and  true.  \To  the  first  Prince. 

'Twas  you,  O  Prince,  who  skilfully  and  well  disposed 

our  host. 
Who  in  the  crisis  of  the  day  showed  nerve  and  skill  the 

most ; 
Now  what  the  time  demands  work  thou,  peace  being 

thus  restored, 
Arch-Marshal  henceforth  be  thy  name  !     To  thee  I  give 

the  sword. 
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Arch-Marshal. 

Thy  faithful  troops,  till  now  engaged  within  the  realm 

alone, 
When  they  have  made  thy  frontier  safe,  and  safe  with  it 

thy  throne, 
Then  be  it  ours,  on  holidays,  when  thronging  guests  are 

poured 
Through  thy  ancestral  banquet-hall,  to  dress  thy  festive 

board. 
Hefore  thee  then  the  sword   I'll  bear,  I'll  bear  it  Ijy  thy 

side, 
Of  sovereign  .Majesty  at  once  the  symbol,  guard,  and 

guide ! 

Emperor  {io  the  secojul  Prince). 

Let  him  who  doth  a  valiant  heart  with  courtesy  unite — 
Such  thou  I — be  my  Arch-Chamberlain !     The  duties  are 

not  light. 
Within  our  royal  household  be  the  head  supreme  of  all ; 
III  service  do  I  get  from   them,  so  prone  are  they  to 

brawl. 
Henceforth,  by  thy  example  taught,  may  they  be  more 

inclined 
To  be  to  me,  the  Court,  and  all,  obliging,   courteous, 

kind! 

Arch-Chambkrlain. 

The  Master's  lofty  purposes  to  further  bringeth  grace ; 
To  bring  help  to  the  good,  and  not  to  injure  even  the 

base, 
To  be  without   dissembling  frank,  and   calm   without 

deceit ! 
If  thou,  sir,  see  me  through  and  through,  my  joy  is  all 

complete. 
May  fancy  on  that  feast  to  come  be  peradventure  bent. 
The  golden  basin  at  the  board  to  thee  I  shall  present, 

PART  II.  R 
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Thy  rings  for  thee  I'll  hold,  that  so  thy  hands  refreshed 

may  be, 
As  my  heart  will  at  that  glad  time  rejoice  in  smiles 

from  thee. 

Emperor. 

My  mood,  in  sooth,  is  now  too  grave  on  festive  thoughts 

to  rest. 
And  yet  not  so  !      To  start  afresh  with  cheerfulness  is 

best. 

[  To  the  third  Prince. 
You  as  Arch-Steward   I   select.      Henceforward  under 

you 
Shall   be   my    forests   and    their    game,    my   farm,    my 

poultry,  too ! 
Let  me  select  the  dishes  that  I  love,  and  you  prepare 
These  dishes,  as  each  month  shall  bring  its  own,  with 

heedful  care. 

Arch-Steward. 

Gladly  will  I  all  meats  forego,  my  appetite  might  whet. 
Until  some  dish,  will  glad  thy  heart,  before  thee  shall 

be  set. 
The   kitchen-staff  shall  join  with  me  to  bring  what's 

distant  here, 
And  to  accelerate,  besides,  the  seasons  of  the  year. 
Thee  charms  not  far   nor  early   cheer,  wherewith   thy 

table's  graced ; 
Plain  food  and  nourishing  is  more   congenial   to   thy 

taste. 

Emperor  {to  the  fourth  Prince). 

Since  revelry  and  feast  alone  perforce  engage  us  now, 
Young  hero,  beautiful  as  brave,  my  cupbearer  be  thou  ! 
As  Arch-Cupbearer,  let  henceforth  this  special  care  be 

thine. 
To  see  our  cellars  richly  stored  with  the  very  choicest 

wine. 
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But  be  thou  temperate  thyself,  and  never  lose  thy  head, 
By  the  exhilarating  lures  of  social  mirth  misled. 

Arch-Cupbeari;r. 

Even   striplings,   O  my  liege,  if  trust  in  them  be  only 

shown, 
Are  found,  ere  one  may  look  about,  to  man's  full  vigour 

grown : 
So  I  at  that  high  feast  as  well  shall  duly  take  my  place ; 
The  Imperial  sideboard   I  shall  deck  with  truly  royal 

grace, 
With  goblets  silvern,  golden  too,  magnificent  to  see  ; 
But  chief  I'll  choose  a  beaker,  far  excelling  all,  for  thee — 
A  clear  Venetian  glass,  wherein  a  joy  delicious  waits. 
Gives  fuller  flavour  to  the  wine,  but  ne'er  inebriates. 
Too  great  reliance  some  will  place  on  such  a  wondrous 

prize; 
But  in  thy  nnoderation,  Sire,  a  truer  safeguard  lies. 

Emperor. 
What  in  this  grave  and  solemn   hour  I   have  en  you 

conferred, 
Vou   have   with    confidence    received,    relying    on    my 

word. 
The  Emperor's  word  is  mighty,  and  assures  all  gifts,  of 

course. 
Yet    his  Sign-Manual's   needed    too,    his   mandates   to 

enforce. 
This    they   shall   have;    and   see,   where   comes,   most 

opportunely  too, 
The  ver)'  man  to  give  to  them  the  formal  sanction  due. 

Enter  The  Archbishop — Loud  High  Cha.ncellor. 

Emperor. 
When  once  an  arch's  curvature  is  to  the  keystone  braced, 
Tillen  is  it  for  all  future  time  beyond  all  danger  placed. 
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Thou  seest  these  four  Princes  here  !     To  these  we  have 
explained, 

How  in  the  days  to  come  our  house  and  Court  shall  be 
maintained. 

But  now,  ye  Five,  on  you  and  your  sagacity  and  power, 

What  will  promote  the  whole  realm's  weal  is  rested  from 
this  hour. 

In  landed  wealth  'tis  meet  that  you  all  others  shall  out- 
shine. 

Therefore  to  you  these  broad  domains  I  here  at  once 
assign, 

The  forfeit  heritage  of  that  revolted  traitor  crew. 

Thus  many  a  region  fair  I  give — for  stanch  ye  were  and 
true — 

Together  with    the   fullest   right,   whene'er   you    see   a 
chance, 

By  raid,  or  purchase,  or  exchange,  their  limits  to  en- 
hance, 

And  power  to  exercise  unchecked  whatever  rights  to  you, 

As  owners  of  the  soil,  by  use  and  wont  are  rightly  due. 

The  judgments  you   as  judges  give  shall   final  be:  so 
high 

Your  power  shall  stand,  that  no  appeal  against  them  e'er 

shall  lie. 
Then    impost   dues,    and    tithe   and    toll,    safe-conduct, 

duties,  fees. 
Shall  all  be  yours,  and  mining,  salt,  and  coinage  royal- 
ties. 
For  that  my  gratitude  may  thus  effectively  be  shown, 
I've  raised  you  to  a  rank  is  only  second  to  my  own. 

Archbishop. 

Let  me  in  name  of  all  to  thee  our  deepest  thanks  express : 
Making  us  safe  and  strong,  thyself  shall  strengthened  be 
no  less. 
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Emperor. 
Even  higher  dignities,  and  more,  I  to  you  Five  will  give. 
I  live  but  for  my  realm,  and  I  for  that  delight  to  live; 
Vet  does  the  great  ancestral  claim  withdraw  my  gaze 

from  hours 
Of  stir  and  striving  to  the  doom  that  still  before  us  lours. 
1  too,  in  God's  good  hour,  must  part  from  all  that  I  hold 

dear: 
Then  be  it  yours  to  choose  the  man  who  shall  succeed 

me  here ; 
On  holy  altar  raise  him  high,  the  crown  upon  his  brow. 
And  thus  bring  to  a  peaceful  close  what  was  all  storm 

but  now. 

Lord  High  Chancellor. 

Pride  in  our  hearts,  but  bowed  in  deep  humility  we  stand, 

Thy  vassals,  princes  though  we  be,  the  foremost  in  the 
land. 

While  runs  the  blood  within  our  veins  in  copious  cur- 
rent, still 

The  body  we,  prompt  to  obey  thy  every  wish  anrl  will. 

Emperor. 

And  now  to  end  !      Let  all  the  powers  that  we  to-day 

concede, 
IJe  ratified  for  all  future  time  by  manual-sign  and  deed. 
You  o'er  your  property  shall  hold  dominion  full  and  free. 
On  this  condition,  that  it  ne'er  partitioned  out  shall  be: 
Moreover,  if  you  add  to  what  you  now  from  us  receive. 
You  to  your  eldest  sons  the  whole  shall  in  like  manner 

leave. 

Lord  High  Chancellor. 

To   parchment   presently   will    I    transfer   this  statute, 

fraught 
With  weal  to  us  and   to  the  realm,  right  hap])y  in  the 

thought. 
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To  have  it  written  fair  and  sealed,  the  Chancery  shall 

see ; 
And  ratified  it  then,  my  liege,  by  thy  great  hand  shall  be. 

Emperor. 

And  so  1  now  dismiss  you  all,  that  you  conjointly  may 
Deliberate  on  the  events  of  this  momentous  day. 

[T/ic  Temporal  Princes  retire.     The  Archbishop 
remains,  a?id  speaks  in  a  pathetic  tone. 

Archbishop. 

The  Chancellor  has  retired,  my  liege,  the  Bishop  stays 

behind, 
To  crave  thine  ear,  impelled  by  grave  anxiety  of  mind. 
His  father-heart  is  sad  for  thee,  and  full  of  sore  dismay. 

Emperor. 

Dismay?  Speak  out!  What  troubles  you  on  this  so 
joyous  day? 

Archbishop. 

With  deep  and  bitter  anguish,  sir,  at  such  a  time  I  find 

Thy  hallowed  head  in  compact  close  with  Satanas  com- 
bined ! 

True,  thouVt  secured  upon  thy  throne, — so  seems  it,  so 
I  hope, — 

But  heedless,  ah  !  of  God  the  Lord,  and  our  Holy  Sire 
the  Pope, 

Who,  when  he  hears  of  this,  will  straight  pronounce  his 
awful  doom. 

And  with  his  lightnings  will  thy  realm,  thy  sinful  realm, 
consume. 

For  he  has  not  forgotten  how,  the  day  that  thou  wert 
crowned, 

A  great  and  solemn  time,  thou  hadst  the  Sorcerer  un- 
bound, 
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When  from  thy  diadem  the  first  bright  beam  of  grace 
was  shed, 

A  scandal  to  ail  Christendom,  on  that  accursed  head. 

But  beat  thy  breast,  and  render  up — 'tis  for  thy  spirit's 
health — 

To  Holy  Church  some  little  slice  of  thy  ill-gotten  wealth  : 

The  broad  expanse  of  hills,  we'll  say,  where  stood  thy 
tent,  and  where 

In  thy  defence  were  banded  evil  Spirits  of  the  Air, 

Where  to  the  Prince  of  Lies  thou  didst  lend  willing  ears 
of  late, — 

That  spot  do  ihou  to  pious  use  contritely  dedicate, 

With  mountain  and  dense  forest  too,  as  far  as  they  ex- 
tend, 

And  hilly  slopes,  with  verdure  clad,  that  in  broad  mea- 
dows end  ; 

Pellucid  lakes,  well  stocked  with  fish,  brooks  numberless 
withal, 

That,  hurrjing  down  with  snake-like  bends,  into  the  val- 
leys brawl ; 

Then  the  broad  vale  itself,  with  meads,  enclosures,  open 
plains : 

A  penitence,  that  such  utterance  finds,  sure  grace  and 
pardon  gains. 

Empkkok. 

This  heavy  sin  of  mine  so  fills  my  heart  and  soul  with 

awe, 
I  leave  it  to  yourself,  my  lord,  the  boundaries  to  draw. 

AkchbisiioI'. 
First  be  the  unhallowed  spot,  whose  sins  for  vengeance 

cry  aloud. 
With  all  due  speed  unto  the  Lord  Most  High  for  ever 

vowed. 
In  spirit  I  can  see  the  walls  rise  high  and  ever  higher; 
The  first  beams  of  the  morning  sun  illuminate  the  choir; 
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The  structure  takes  the  Cross's  form,  complete  in  all  its 

parts, 
Longer  and  higher  grows  the  nave,  and  glads  believers' 

hearts ; 
Now  through  the  stately  portal  wide  they  stream,  aflame 

with  zeal. 
And  far  o'er  hill  and  dale  resounds  the  bells'  first  ring- 
ing peal ; 
They  clash  and  clang  from  lofty  towers  that  high  aspire 

to  heaven. 
And  penitents  throng  in,  and  feel  new  life  to  them  is 

given. 
On  the  great  Consecration  Day — that  day  soon  may  we 

see  I — 
When  all  are  met,  thy  presence  will  the  chief  adornment 

be. 

Emperor. 

A   work  so    noble  well  may  serve  to  show  the  pious 

thought. 
To  praise  the   Lord,  and   expiate  the  sin  that  I   have 

wrought. 
Enough  !     Already  I  can  feel  my  spirit  soaring  higher. 

Archbishop. 
This  under  hand  and  seal  I  now  as  Chancellor  require. 

Emperor. 
A  formal  document,  that  secures  the  Church  in  fullest 

right. 
Lay  thou  before  me,  and  I  will  subscribe  it  with  delight. 

Archbishop  {has  taken  leave,  but  turns  back, 
as  he  is  going  out). 

Then  to  the  work  as  it  proceeds,  'tis  meet  thou  dedicate 
Tithes,  taxes,  customs,  tribute,  toll,  and  every  due  and 
rate, 
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For  ever.     It  requires  so  much  the  fabric  to  maintain, 
And  the  staff  to  keep  the  service  up  will  cost  vast  sums, 

'tis  plain. 
To  push  the  building  quickly,  on  so  desolate  a  spot. 
Some  gold,  of  that  which  thou  hast  ta'en,  thou  wilt  to 

us  allot. 
We  shall  require,  besides — and  this  I  needs  must  call 

to  mind — 
Much  foreign  timber,  lime,  and  slates,  and  things  of  the 

like  kind. 
The  people,  from  the  pulpit  taught,  will  do  the  carriage  ; 

yes  ! 
All  those  who  for  her  service  work,  the  Church  doth 

ever  bless.  \^Exit. 

Emperor. 

Oh,  heavy  is  the  sin  and  great  that  such  dire  penance 

craves ! 
They've  brought  me  to  a  pretty  pass,  these  necroman- 

cing  knaves  ! 

Archbishop  {returning  attain,  and  making  a  deep 
obeisance). 

Pardon,  my  liege,  the  realm's  sea-shore  to  that  vile  worth- 
less man 

Has  been  made  over,  but  he  will  be  blasted  by  the 
Ban, 

Unless  there,  too,  our  Holy  Church  in  deep  contrition 
thou 

With  tithes  and  taxes,  rents  and  dues,  and  revenues 
endow. 

Emperor  {losing  his  temper). 

There  is  no  land  there  yet ;  the  sea  sweeps  o'er  it  far  and 
wide. 
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Archbishop. 

His  time  comes  who's  content  to  wait,  with  right  upon 

his  side. 
We  still  shall  have  thy  royal  word — no  power  may  that 

gainsay.  [Exit. 

Emperor  {alone). 
So  may  I  just  as  well  at  once  my  kingdom  sign  away! 


ACT    V. 
SCENE   I.— Opex  Country. 

Wanderer. 

There  they  are  !     How  well  I  mind  them. 

The  dark  lindens  old  and  strong. 

And  I  am  again  to  find  them 

After  years  of  travel  long! 

'Tis  the  old  spot,  unforsaken  ; 

Still  the  sheltering  cot  is  there, 

As  when  billows  tempest-shaken 

Flung  me  on  these  sandhills  bare. 

My  kind  hosts,  I  fain  would  greet  them. 

Brave  good  helpful  souls,  again  : 

But  I  scarce  may  hope  to  meet  them  ; 

They  were  aged  even  then. 

Pious,  ah,  how  pious  were  ye  ! 

Shall  I  knock,  or  call  ?     What  ho  ! 

Hail,  if  kindly  still  as  e'er,  ye 

Of  good  deeds  the  blessing  know  ! 

Baucis  (very  old). 
Hush,  hush,  stranger,  hush!     No  breaking 
On  my  husband's  spell  of  rest ! 
To  give  to  his  few  hours  of  waking 
Vigour,  good  long  sleep  is  best. 

Wanderer. 

Mother,  thou  still  here,  and  he,  too, 
To  receive  the  thanks  I  owe 
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For  the  young  man's  life,  by  ye  two 
Saved  now  many  years  ago  ? 
Art  thou  Baucis,  who  so  tended, 
Nursed  me  back  to  life  again  ? 

[^Thc  husband  comes  out  of  the  cottage. 
Thou  he  {turniiig  to  Philemon),  who  with  courage 

splendid 
Snatched  my  treasure  from  the  main? 
Your  fire,  blazing  fast  and  faster, 
Your  bell  with  its  silver  sound, 
They  from  that  so  dire  disaster 
Me  a  safe  deliverance  found. 
Let  me  on  a  little  way  there. 
View  the  boundless  ocean  first; 
Let  me  kneel,  and  let  me  pray  there  ! 
Seems  my  heart  as  it  would  burst  ! 

\He  walks  away  iipoti  the  duties. 

Philemon  {to  Baucis). 

Quick,  wife  !     Spread  the  table  under 
The  green  shadow  of  our  trees. 
Let  him  go !     He'll  start  in  wonder. 
Not  believing  what  he  sees  ! 

\Followi7tg  the  wanderer.     Standing 
beside  him. 
Where  the  billows,  wildly  booming. 
Savagely  maltreated  you, 
Now  'tis  like  a  garden,  blooming 
Fair  as  eye  could  wish  to  view. 
Old  in  years  as  I  was  growing, 
Help  I  could  not,  as  of  yore  ; 
And,  while  my  own  strength  was  going, 
Farther  off,  too,  went  the  shore. 
Great  folks'  serfs,  with  dauntless  daring 
Trenches  dug  and  bulwarks  spread. 
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Ocean's  ancient  rights  impairing, 

To  be  masters  in  its  stead. 

See,  green  fields  on  fields,  and  nigh  them 

Woodland,  garden,  mead,  and  town  ! 

But  now  come,  our  viands,  try  them, 

For  the  sun  will  soon  be  down. 

Far  out  there,  see,  vessels  beating 

Up  to  port  for  night  repair, 

Birdlike  to  their  nest  retreating, 

For  there's  now  a  harbour  there. 

Only  on  the  sky-line  yonder 

May  a  streak  of  sea  be  seen  ; 

All  ways,  far  as  eye  can  wander, 

Lies  thick-peopled  land  between. 


SCENE  IL— In  the  Liitle  Garden. 

The  three  at  table. 

Baucis  {to  the  strant^er). 

Silent  still.''    And  not  a  grain  here 
Yet  has  crossed  your  lips.' 

Philemon. 

Od's  life  ! 
Of  our  marvels  more  he'd  fain  hear  : 
You  like  talking;  tell  him,  wife. 

Baucis. 

Marvels  !  Ay  I  If  ever  any  ; 
Even  yet  they  make  me  grew  ; 
For  in  manner  quite  uncanny 
The  whole  thing  was  carried  through. 
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Philemon. 
Can  the  Emperor  be  to  blame?     It 
Was  himself  gave  up  the  shore. 
Did  a  herald  not  proclaim  it, 
Trumpeting,  as  he  passed  our  door? 
On  our  downs  hard  by  their  footing 
First  was  planted.     There  were  seen 
Bothies,  tents.     But  soon,  upshooting, 
Rose  a  palace  'midst  the  green. 

Baucis. 
Vain  all  day  their  hacking,  tearing, 
Pick  and  shovel,  stroke  on  stroke  ! 
Where  night-long  great  tires  were  flaring. 
Stood  a  bank  when  morning  broke. 
Human  victims  surely  bled  there — 
Through  the  dark  their  cries  were  borne  ; 
Flashing  fires  to  seaward  sped  there, 
'Twas  a  great  canal  by  morn. 
He  is  godless,  he  has  set  his 
Heart  upon  our  cot,  our  wood. 
A  fine  neighbour  he,  who'll  get  his 
Will,  and  will  not  be  withstood  ! 

Philemon. 
Still  he  made  a  fairish  tender, — 
A  snug  farm  on  his  new  land  ! 

Baucis. 
Never  your  own  knoll  surrender  I 
Trust  not  what  was  sea  and  sand. 

Philemon. 
To  the  chapel,  on  the  dying 
Rays  of  sunset  there  to  gaze  ! 
Let  us  ring,  kneel,  pray,  relying 
On  the  God  of  ancient  days  ! 
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SCENE  III.— Palace. 

Spacious  ornamental  garden — wide,  straight  cattal. 

Faust  {in  extreme  old  age,  walking  and  meditating). 

Lynceus,  the  Warder  {through  his  speaking-trumpet). 

Sinks  the  sun,  the  ships  are  nearing 
Port  before  the  night  shall  fall, 
And  a  stately  bark  is  steering 
Hither  up  the  great  canal. 
Her  gay  pennons  brightly  flutter; 
On  her  stout  masts  swell  the  sails; 
Blessings  on  thee  seamen  mutter; 
Thee  The  Blest  high  fortune  hails. 

[  The  chapel  bell  on  the  dunes  rings. 

Faust. 

Accursed  bell  !     Its  tinkle  wounds  me, 
Like  caitiff  shot  from  hand  unkind. 
Unbounded  is  my  realm  before  me, 
Vexation  stings  me  from  behind. 
It  minds  me  by  its  hateful  pealing. 
My  happiness  is  mi.xed  with  pine: 
The  clump  of  limes,  the  dusky  shieling, 
The  crumbling  chapel  are  not  mine. 
If  there  I  wished  an  hour  of  leisure, 
Shades  not  my  own  would  blight  the  day. 
They  would  be  thorns  to  dash  my  pleasure. 
Oh,  would  that  1  were  far  away  ! 

Warder  {as  above). 

How  blithely  does  the  galley  gay 
Before  the  fresh  breeze  cleave  its  way  ! 
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How  on  it  bears  a  towering  hoard 
Of  sacks,  chests,  coffers,  piled  aboard  ! 

\^A  splendid  galley,  richly  and  showily  lade?! 
luith  products  of  foreign  countries. 

Mephistopheles.    The  Three  Mighty  Companions. 

Chorus. 

Back  already,  land  we  here  ! 
All  hail,  master,  patron  dear  ! 

\Tlicy  diseinbarkj  the  goods  are  brought 
ashore. 

Mephistopheles. 

Well  have  we  shown  what  we  could  do — 

Content,  if  we  are  praised  by  you  : 

With  but  two  ships  we  went  away, 

Now  twenty  have  in  port  to-day. 

By  the  rich  cargo  we  have  brought, 

Behold,  what  great  things  we  have  wrought  ! 

Free  ocean  sets  the  spirit  free  ; 

We  make  our  own  whate'er  we  see ; 

What's  needed  there's  a  hasty  grip — 

One  grabs  a  fish,  one  grabs  a  ship. 

Once  we  have  three  of  these  in  store. 

We  never  rest  till  we  have  four; 

Then  is  the  fifth  in  evil  plight. 

Who  has  the  power,  he  has  the  right ; 

The  what's  the  question,  not  the  how. 

At  seaman's  craft  I  am  not  clever : 

Trade,  commerce,  piracy,  are  now 

A  Trinity,  to  be  sundered  never. 

The  Three  Lusty  Companions. 

No  thank,  or  welcome  I  no  welcome,  or  thank  ! 
As  if  the  things  we  have  brought  him  stank  ! 
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Quite  out  of  humour  he  looks,  and  grim  ; 
This  royal  booty  delights  not  him. 

Mephistopheles. 

Expect  no  further  reward  ;  for  you 
Already  have  taken  what  was  your  due. 

The  Companions. 

You're  only  jesting  1     Fair  is  fair  ! 
We  all  insist  on  an  equal  share. 

Mephistopheles. 
First  range  in  order,  through  hall  and  hall, 
The  things  are  richest,  one  and  all. 
The  dazzling  show  when  he  comes  to  see, 
And  finds  how  precious  and  rare  they  be, 
Be  sure,  he'll  do  the  handsome  thing. 
And  give  the  fleet  high  junketing. 
To-morrow  the  Bona  Robas^  come; 
They  shall  be  well  cared  for,  all  and  some. 

[  The  cargo  is  carried  away. 

Mephistopheles  [to  Faust). 

With  gloomy  looks  and  brow  austere     "^ 
You  of  your  high  good  fortune  hear. 
Success  has  on  your  wisdom  smiled — 
Ocean  and  shore  are  reconciled  ; 
And  from  the  shore  the  ocean  sweeps 
Your  ships,  and  speeds  them  o'er  its  deeps. 
Then  speak,  and  from  your  palace  here 
Your  arm  clasps  cither  hemisphere. 
From  this  spot  dated  all  the  good — 
'Twas  here  the  first  log-cabin  stood  : 

1  By  "Die  bunten  Vögel"  of  the  original,   "birds  of  gay  plumage, " 
Goethe  seem«  to  mean  the  Doll  Tear-sheets  of  the  neighbouring  port. 
PARI    U.  S 
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A  tiny  trench  was  cut — no  more — 
Where  plashes  now  the  busy  oar. 
Your  people's  toil,  your  master-brain, 
Have  wrung  this  prize  from  land  and  main. 
From  here  too — 

Faust. 
^  That  accursed  here  ! 

'Tis  this  which  makes  my  heart  so  sick. 
I  needs  must  whisper  in  your  ear, 
It  gnaws  me,  stings  me  to  the  quick ; 
The  thought  I  can  nor  bear  nor  crush. 
Yet  must  at  the  avowal  blush — 
The  old  folks  must  turn  out  up  there. 
I  want  that  lime-grove  for  a  site  ; 
These  few  trees,  not  my  ©wn,  they  quite 
The  charm  of  all  I  own  impair. 
There,  far  and  wide  around  to  gaze. 
From  bough  to  bough  I'd  scaffolds  raise, 
Whence  should  be  opened  to  the  view 
All  that  I've  done,  broad  vistas  through, 
And  at  a  glance  might  be  surveyed 
The  master-work  man's  soul  has  made. 
Winning,  by  well-concerted  plan, 
A  wide  and  fertile  home  for  man. 
So  we  are  kept  upon  the  rack — 
'Midst  riches  feeling  what  we  lack. 
The  tinkling  bell,  the  limes'  perfume, 
Haunt  me  like  crypt's  or  church's  gloom. 
The  will,  with  which  no  mortal  copes. 
Is  broken  on  these  sandy  slopes  ! 
How  of  the  thought  to  be  beguiled  ? 
There  goes  the  bell,  and  I  am  wild  ! 

Mephistopheles. 
V      Of  course,  a  great  chagrin  like  this 
Is  gall  and  wormwood  in  your  bliss. 
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Who  but  will  own,  this  clink-clank  must 
Fill  every  fine  ear  with  disgust ; 
And  this  curst  ding-dong-bell,  that  shrouds 
The  cheerful  evening  sky  with  clouds, 
Mingles  with  each  event  and  mood 
Down  to  the  grave  from  babyhood. 
Till  life  'twixt  ding  and  dong  doth  seem 
The  chaos  of  a  faded  dream. 

Fa  LSF. 
Marred  at  its  height  is  our  success, 
By  merely  wilful  stubbornness. 
So  that  in  angry,  deep  disgust, 
One  tires  at  last  of  being  just. 

Mephistophei.es. 
Why  fret?     Have  you  this  many  a  year 
Not  worked  at  colonising  here? 

Faust. 
Go  then — away  the  old  folks  clear  ! 
The  pretty  little  farm  you  know, 
I  picked  out  for  them  long  ago. 

Mephistopheles. 
We'll  bear  them  off,  and  plant  them  there 
Quite  snug,  or  ever  they're  aware  : 
A  pretty  home,  at  any  rate, 
For  usage  rough  will  compensate. 

\W his  ties  shrilly;  enter  The  Thkei:. 

Mephistopheles. 
Come  on  !  your  lord's  behests  complete. 
And  he'll  to-morrow  feast  the  fleet. 

The  Three. 
He  gave  us  scurvy  welcome.     Least 
He  owes  us  is  a  rattling  feast. 
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Mephistopheles  {ad  spectatores). 

Here,  too,  befalls  what  long-  ago  befell ; 
For  we've  a  Naboth's  vineyard  here  as  well. 


Deep  Night. 


LvxCEUS  {sings  on  the  ivatch-towcr). 

For  my  keen  vision  noted, 
Set  to  watch  day  and  night, 
To  my  tower  devoted. 
The  world's  my  delight. 
I  scan  the  far  forces, 
I  mark  what  is  near. 
Moon,  stars  in  their  courses. 
The  woodlands,  the  deer. 
Thus  a  charm  never- failing 
I  see  all  around, 
And  I  am  glad,  hailing 
The  joy  I  have  found. 
O  happy  eyes,  never 
Unblest ;  for  whate'er 
Ye  have  looked  on,  wherever 
It  met  ye,  was  fair. 

Not  for  my  enjoyment  merely. 
Am  I  stationed  here  so  high; 
From  the  dark  what  horror  drearly 
Breaks  with  menace  on  mine  eye  ? 
Fire-flakes  shooting  up,  I  scan  them 
Through  the  lindens'  twofold  night; 
Fiercelier,  as  the  wind-gusts  fan  them, 
Rage  the  flames,  and  flash  more  bright. 
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Ah,  the  cot's  on  fire,  unheeded, 

Damp  it  was  and  moss-o'ergrown  ; 

Sorely  swiftest  help  is  needed, 

Help  or  succour  there  is  none. 

Ah,  the  good  old  man  and  mother  ! 

Erst  so  careful  they  of  fire, 

They  will  perish  in  the  smother — 

Perish,  oh  disaster  dire! 

All  aglow  within  the  lonely 

Dark  hut !     Flames  around  it  swell  ! 

Oh,  if  these  good  souls  might  only 

'Scape  from  out  yon  blazing  hell  ! 

Tongues  of  flame  shoot  up  and  flicker 

'Twixt  the  leaves  and  branches  green, 

Withered  boughs,  consuming  quicker, 

Blaze  awhile,  then  fall  between. 

Eyes,  shall  you  see  this  ?    Ah  me  ! 

Must  I  so  far-sighted  be? 

Crushed  by  falling  branches,  crashes 

Down  the  chapel  to  the  ground  ; 

The  steeple  now  with  forked  flashes. 

Coiling  serpent-like,  is  crowned. 

Down  to  their  roots  the  tree-trunks  blighted 

Glow  red  in  the  fiery  blast ! 

\^Lon_^  pause.     Song. 
What  erewhile  the  "ye  delighted 
Hence  hath  with  the  ages  passed. 

Faust  (on  the  balcony,  facing  tlu  dunes). 

Aloft  there  what  a  cry  of  wailing  ! 
Words  and  moans  are  now  too  late; 
The  warder  grieves  :  though  unavailing, 
My  grief  for  this  rash  act  is  great. 
But  though  the  linden-grove,  ablaze  there. 
Lie  all  in  ruin  charred  and  black, 
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A  stately  tower  I'll  quickly  raise  there, 
To  look  from  far  as  eye  can  track. 
There,  too,  I  see  the  new  home  folding 
Within  its  walls  the  aged  pair, 
Who,  gratefully  my  care  beholding, 
Shall  end  their  days  in  comfort  there. 

Mephistopheles  rt;/^THE  Three  bclo^v. 

We've  come  as  fast  as  we  could  hie  ! 

Your  pardon  !     Things  have  gone  awry. 

W' e  knocked  and  kicked,  and  kicked  and  knocked, 

And  still  the  door  they  kept  it  locked. 

We  knocked  and  knocked,  we  shook  it  well. 

And  then  the  rotten  fabric  fell. 

We  shouted,  threatened,  loud  and  clear, 

But  could  not  make  the  people  hear. 

And,  as  folks  do  in  such  a  mood, 

Hear  us  they  neither  did  nor  would  ; 

But  we,  remembering  what  you  said, 

Soon  turned  the  old  souls  out  of  bed. 

They  made  the  business  easy  quite, — 

Down  dead  they  fell,  of  simple  fright. 

A  stranger  whom  they  had  aboard. 

And  who  showed  fight,  was  quickly  floored. 

In  the  short  scrimmage — it  fell  out — 

From  cinders,  that  got  strewn  about, 

The  thatch  caught  fire.     'Tis  blazing  free, 

A  funeral-pyre  for  all  the  three. 

Faust. 

■     No  ear  to  my  commands  you  lent ! 
Not  plunder,  but  exchange  I  meant. 
This  brutal  outrage,  mad  and  worse, 
I  curse  it !    Hence  !  and  'mong  you  share  my  curse  f 
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Chorus. 

The  ancient  saw,  we  have  it  here  : 
To  might  give  still  a  ready  ear  I 
If  bold,  and  reckless  what  befall, 
Risk  house  and  home,  yourself — and  all  ! 

\^Exnnü. 
Faust. 

The  stars  conceal  their  sheen  and  glow, 
The  fire  begins  to  smoulder  low ; 
A  chilly  breeze  upon  its  wings 
To  me  the  smoke  and  smother  brings. 
Rash  hest,  too  recklessly  obeyed  ! 
What'  there    comes    hovering    like   some   spectral 
shade  ?  \^Draws  back. 

Enter  Fouk  Grey  Women. 

First. 
My  name,  it  is  Want. 

Second. 

And  mine,  it  is  Blame. 

Third. 


Mine,  Care  ! 


Fourth. 
Necessity,  that  is  my  name. 


Three  {speaking  together). 

The  door  it  is  bolted,  we  cannot  go  in  ; 

A  rich  man  dwells  there,  and  we  may  not  within. 

Want. 
I  fade  to  a  shade  there. 
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Blame. 

There  I  cease  to  be. 

Necessity. 
There  the  eye  is  too  dainty  to  look  upon  me. 

Care. 
Ye  sisters,  ye  neither  can  enter,  nor  clare ; 
But  the  keyhole's  a  portal  sufficient  for  Care. 

[Care  disappears. 
Want. 
Grey  sisters,  away!     Here  no  more  may  we  bide. 

Blame.  . 
Where  you  go,  there  I  go,  and  stick  by  your  side. 

Necessity. 
On  your  heels  I  will  follow,  Necessity  saith. 

The  Three. 

The  clouds  they  roll  up,  disappears  star  on  star. 
Behind  there,  behind  !     From  afar,  from  afar  ! 
He  is  coming,  our  brother  is  coming — Death  ! 

Faust  {within  the  pa/ace). 
I  saw  four  come,  and  only  three  go  hence. 
Some  words  I  heard,  but  could  not  catch  the  sense 
Necessity,  said  one,  with  muttered  breath. 
And  then  there  came  a  rhyme  ill-omened — Death  : 
A  dull  dead  sound,  of  ghostly  note,  methought. 
Not  yet  have  I  my  way  to  freedom  fought ! 
Could  I  sweep  magic  from  my  path,  forego 
The  spells  of  sorcery  one  and  all,  and  grow 
A  man  unwarped  by  creed  or  care  or  wile, 
Then,  then,  to  be  a  man  were  worth  the  while  ! 
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Such  was  I  once,  ere  I  my  studies  fed 

With  the  dark  lore  of  arts  inhibited — 

Ere  my  chagrin  in  impious  frenzy  burst, 

And  mine  own  self  and  all  the  world  I  curst. 

So  now  the  very  air  do  phantasms  fill, 

That  how  to  'scape  them  passes  mortal  skill. 

Yea,  if  for  us  one  day  hath  cheering  gleams. 

Night  wilders  us  with  spirit-haunted  dreams. 

The  fresh  green  fields  have  made  our  pulses  dance  ; 

Then  croaks  a  bird  :  what  does  it  croak  .-* — Mischance  ! 

Clasped  soon  and  late  in  Superstition's  arms. 

It  will  be  heard,  it  haunts  us,  it  alarms: 

And  so  we  stand  alone,  scared,  trembling,  dumb. 

I  heard  the  door  creak ;  in  has  no  one  come. 

{^Shakcn  luith  apprehension. 
Is  some  one  here  ? 

C.ARii:. 

So  asked,  I  say.  There  is  ! 
Faust. 


\VIio,  then,  art  thou  ? 


(Jo,  get  thee  hence  ! 


Care. 
Enough  that  here  I  be  ? 
Faust, 


Care. 
My  proper  place  is  this. 

Faust  {at  first  incensed,  then  softening  down). 
Take  heed,  Faust.     Use  no  spell  of  wizardrie  ! 

Care. 

Though  the  car  may  hear  me  not, 
Fear  is  in  the  heart  begot. 
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In  for  ever  changing  guise 

Cruel  power  I  exercise ; 

On  the  ocean,  on  the  shore. 

Sad  companion  evermore  ; 

Always  found,  and  sought  for  never, 

Cursed,  cajoled,  and  flattered  ever  ! 

Care  hast  thou,  then,  never  known? 

Faust. 
I've  galloped  merely  through  the  world,  I  own. 
Each  pleasure  by  the  hair  I'd  seize. 
Cast  off  whatever  failed  to  please, 
What  'scaped  me  let  unheeded  go. 
First  craving,  then  achieving,  then 
Longing  for  something  new  again  ; 
And  stoutly  on  through  life  went  storming  so, 
Grandly  at  first,  and  foremost  in  the  race. 
But  sagely  now,  and  at  a  sober  pace. 
Of  man  and  earth  I  know  enough  ;  what  lies 
Beyond  is  barricaded  'gainst  our  eyes. 
Fool,  who  with  blinking  gaze  out  yonder  peers, 
And  dreams  of  kindred  souls  in  upper  spheres  ! 
Let  him  stand  firm,  and  look  around  him  here. 
Not  dumb  this  world  to  him  that  bears  a  brain : 
Why  through  eternity  should  he  career? 
What  things  he  knows  will  in  his  grasp  remain. 
So  let  him  roam  on  through  his  earthly  day ; 
Though  spirits  gibber,  calmly  hold  his  way; 
And  longing  still,  and  still  unsatisfied, 
Accept  his  fate,  let  joy  or  grief  betide. 

Care. 
Him  I  in  my  gripe  have  got 
All  the  world  availeth  not. 
Gloom  upon  him  ever  lies. 
Suns  set  not  for  him,  nor  rise. 
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Sound  in  outward  sense,  and  hale, 
Darknesses  within  prevail. 
Riches  fineless  may  be  his. 
Yet  he  ne'er  their  master  is. 
Whim  to  him  are  good  and  ill ; 
He  'mid  plenty  hungers  still. 
Be  it  joy  or  be  it  sorrow, 
Off  he  puts  it  till  to-morrow, 
All  intent  on  what's  to  be, 
Evermore  unready  he. 

F.AUST. 

Have  done  !     This  is  for  thee  no  place. 
Nor  me  to  listen  to  such  trash  befits. 
Away  !     That  litany  so  vile,  so  base, 
Might  rob  the  very  sagest  of  his  wits. 

Cakf,. 

.Shall  he  go?     Or  shall  he  come? 

Doubt  doth  his  resolve  benumb; 

On  a  beaten  road,  and  straight, 

He  will  pause  and  hesitate; 

Lose  himself  more  deeply,  view 

All  things  more  and  more  askew. 

Burden  to  himself  and  others, 

Breath  he  breathes,  yet  breathing  smothers, 

Lifeless,  though  of  living  kind, 

Not  despairing,  not  resigned. 

Such  an  all-adrift  career, — 

Sad  dejection,  helpless  fear. 

Now  exulting,  now  depressed, 

Poor  enjoyment,  broken  rest, — 

Chains  him  to  the  s|)ot  that  bears  him. 

And  in  time  for  hell  prepares  him. 
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Faust. 


O  phantoms  evil-starred  !     'Tis  thus  you  hurt 

Man,  whensoe'er  ye  hold  him  in  your  fangs; 

Even  days  that  might  be  happy  ye  pervert 

Into  a  tangle  of  avoidless  pangs. 

'Tis  hard,  I  know,  from  demons  to  get  free ; 

The  strong  leash  spirits  weave  few  hands  may  sever; 

Yet,  mighty  and  insidious  though  it  be, 

Thy  power,  O  Care,  I  will  acknowledge  never. 

Care. 

Then  feel  it  now  !     I  leave  behind 

My  curse  on  you,  as  swift  away  I  wend. 

Through  their  whole  lives  the  race  of  man  is  blind  ; 

You,  Faust,  be  blind,  now  your  life  nears  its  end  ! 

\^She  breathes  upon  him. 

Faust  {blinded). 

Night  seems  to  close  in  deeper- — deepening  still  ; 

But  all  within  is  radiantly  bright; 

What  I  have  thought  I  hasten  to  fulfil ; 

The  master's  bidding,  that  alone  has  might. 

Up,  vassals,  from  your  lairs  !     Give  me  to  scan 

The  glad  fulfilment  of  my  daring  plan. 

Up  !  to  your  tools  !     Ply  shovel,  pick,  and  spade  ! 

Straight  must  the  work  be  done,  so  long  delayed. 

Stern  discipline,  and  toil  intense, 

Shall  have  the  amplest  recompense. 

One  mind  to  guide  a  thousand  hands, 

And  perfected  the  work,  my  noblest,  stands  ! 
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SCENE  IV. — Great  Fore-Court  of  the  Palace. 
Torches. 

Mephistopheles  {as  overseer,  leading  the  way). 

This  way,  this  way  I     Come  in.  you 

Lemures,  stumbling,  hobbled, — 
.abortions,  out  of  sinew. 

Bone,  and  tendon  cobbled! 

Lemures  {in  chorus). 

Here  we  are  at  your  command  ! 

We've  half  heard  why  we  came — it 
Is  all  about  a  stretch  of  land, 

And  we  are  to  reclaim  it. 
Sharp-pointed  stakes,  long  chains  withal, 

To  measure  with,  we've  brought  in. 
On  us  why  you  were  pleased  to  call — 

That  we  have  clean  forgotten. 

Mephistopheles. 

I'he  work  here  needs  no  artist-touches  nice  ; 

To  measure  from  yourselves  will  quite  suffice. 

Let  him  that's  tallest  lie  upon  the  ground. 

And  then  you  others  pile  the  turf  all  rounr'. 

As  for  our  sires  they  did,  prepare 

A  sunken  pit  oblong  and  square. 

Out  of  the  palace  to  the  narrow  home — 

Such  is  the  sorry  end  to  which  they  all  must  come 

Lemuki:s  {digging  with  elvish  gestures). 

In  youth  when  I  did  live,  did  love, 
Methought  'twas  very  sweet ; 
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Where  mirth  was  free,  and  jollity, 
That  place  for  me  was  meet. 

But  age  with  stealing  steps 

Hath  clawed  me  with  his  crutch. 

A  grave,  its  door  I  stumbled  o'er  ; 
Why  leave  they  open  such  ? 

Faust  {comes  out  of  the  palace,  groping  by  the  doorposts). 

The  clink  of  spades  !     What  rapture  in  the  sound  ! 

Hark  !  multitudes  at  work  to  do  my  bidding, 

The  soil  of  what  disturbs  it  ridding, 

Imposing  on  the  waves  a  bound, 

And  drawing  a  strong  curb  the  sea  around  ! 

Mephistopheles  {aside). 

Yet  all  your  labour's  spent  for  us  alone. 
With  your  fine  dams  and  bulwarks  vast, 
You're  but  preparing  a  superb  repast 
For  Neptune,  the  sea-fiend,  to  feast  upon. 
You're  trumped  and  done  for  every  way. 
Into  our  hands  the  elements  play, 
Destruction  onwards  is  striding  fast. 

F.AUST. 

Inspector ! 

Mephistopheles. 

Here! 

Faust. 

Howe'er,  where'er  you  may, 
Get  labourers,  heaps  on  heaps.     Excite 
By  threats,  cajoling,  extra  pay. 
And  extra  cheer,  to  work  with  all  their  might. 
Each  day  I'd  have  the  tidings  brought  me,  how 
The  trench  is  getting  on,  they're  digging  now. 
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Mephistopheles  {Jialf  aloud). 

Their  talk  to  me,  it  is  as  if  they  gave, 
Not  tidings  of  a  trench,  but  of — a  grave. 

Faust. 

The  marsh,  that  spreads  hence  to  the  mountain's  base, 
Empoisons  all  the  land  already  gained  ; 
But  drain  the  noisome  swamp  off  from  the  place, 
My  last,  my  highest  aim  were  then  attained. 
Though  not  quite  safe,  still  there  would  be  broad  lands. 
Free  for  the  tillage  of  a  million  hands  ! 
Fields  green  and  fertile;  men  and  cattle  both 
Would  to  the  virgin  soil  draw,  nothing  loath. 
Hedging  themselves  betimes  by  dike  and  mound. 
Which  their  bold  busy  hands  will  pile  around. 
Within,  a  very  paradise  ;  outside, 
Howe'er  may  rage  the  angry  baffled  tide. 

Striving  to  sap,  to  force  an  entrance,  each 

And  all  rush  swiftly  to  close  up  the  breach. 

Yes  !     This  one  thought  absorbs  me  wholly — rife 

With  wisdom's  final  lesson,  and  most  true; 

He  only  merits  freedom,  merits  life, 

Who  daily  has  to  conquer  them  anew. 

.So,  girt  by  danger,  shall  youth,  manhood,  age, 

Pass  kindly  here  their  busy  pilgrimage. 

.Such  swarming  multitudes  I  fain  would  see, 

Free  people  standing  on  a  soil  as  free  ; 

Then  to  the  passing  moment  might  I  say, 

"Oh  linger  yet,  thou  art  so  fair  ! 

So  may  the  traces  of  my  earthly  day 

Not  with  the  ages  fade  away  in  air  ! " 

In  the  foretaste  of  such  high  bliss,  I  seem 

Even  now  to  enjoy  that  moment  all  supreme. 

[Faust  sinks  back ;  the  Li:mukes  seize  him 
and  lay  him  upon  the  ground. 
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Mephistopheles. 

Him  does  no  pleasure  sate,  nor  gain  content ! 
From  change  to  change  his  fancy  ever  went. 
The  last  vile  empty  moment  fain 
Would  he,  poor  creature,  as  it  flies,  retain. 
He,  who  defied  me  with  so  high  a  hand, 
Time  masters  him — there  lies  he  on  the  sand. 
The  clock  stands  still 

Chorus. 
Stands  still  !     Hushed  as  mid-night. 


The  index  falls. 


'Tis  past ! 


Mephistopheles. 
It  falls;  'tis  finished  quite  ! 

Chorus. 
Mephistopheles. 


Pshaw!    Past?   A  stupid  phrase  !    Why  past? 
Past  and  pure  nothingness  are  one  at  last ! 
What  boots  this  evermore  creating,  when 
Things  all  sweep  into  nothingness  again? 
"There!  Now 'tis  past !  "    From  this  what  can  we  glean  ? 
'Tis  all  the  same  as  though  it  ne'er  had  been  ; 
Yet  round  and  round  it  goes,  as  though  it  were. 
Eternal  Void  I,  for  my  part,  prefer. 


Burial. 

Lemur  {solo). 
Who  has  with  shovel  and  with  spade 
Built  up  the  house  so  vilely? 
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Chorus  of  Lkmlres. 

For  thee,  sad  guest,  in  hempen  vest, 
'Tis  finished  much  too  highly. 

Li-MUR  {solo). 

Who  has  so  badly  furnished  it  ? 
Chairs,  tables,  where  are  any  ? 

Chorus  of  Lfmurks. 

'Tis  snug  and  strong,  not  let  for  long. 
The  claimants  are  so  many. 

Mefhistoimii:li:s. 

The  body's  down,  and  if  the  spirit  would 
Only  come  out,  I  ver)'  quickly  should 
Show  it  my  blood-writ  bond;  but  nowadays 
Men  have,  alas,  so  very  many  ways 
Of  getting  souls  out  of  the  devil's  clutch  ! 
The  old  way  out  of  date  has  grown, 
The  new  we  do  not  fancy  much — 
Else  had  I  managed  all  alone. 
To  help  fron»  others  1  must  now  resort. 
We're  altogether  in  a  sorry  plight. 
Long  well-established  usage,  ancient  right, 
Who  can  rely  on  them,  or  who,  in  short. 
Trust  anything  to  be  what  once  it  was? 
Once  with  the  latest  breath  out  came  the  soul 
Like  cat  on  mouse  emerging  from  its  hole, 
Snap!  and  I  had  it  fast  within  my  claws! 
Now  it  hangs  back,  and  is  averse  to  ([uit 
The  loathsome  corpse,  that  foully  harbours  it; 
The  elements,  that  hate  each  other,  send 
It  ignominiously  packing  in  the  end. 
I'AKI    II.  T 
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For  clays  and  hours,  perplex  me  how  I  will, 

"When?"  "How?"  and  "Where?"  is  the  sad  question 

still. 
Old  Death  has  lost  his  power  so  swift  and  stout, 
The  "Whether"  even  hangs  tediously  in  doubt. 
Ofttimes  on  rigid  limbs  I've  gloated,  then 
Found  'twas  all  sham  :  they  moved,  got  up  again. 

{Fantastic  gestures  of  co7ijuration. 
Hither  away !     Faster  than  e'er  you  flew. 
Lords  of  the  straight,  lords  of  the  crooked  horn. 
Chips  of  the  old  block,  devils  bred  and  born. 
And  bring  the  jaws  of  hell  along  with  you  ! 
Hell  has  jaws  manifold,  that  gape  to  suit  your 
Different  shades  of  dignity  and  rank; 
But  people,  too,  in  this  their  final  prank. 
Will  not  be  so  particular  in  future. 

{The  ghastly  jaws  of  Hell  open  on  the  left. 
The  corner  teeth  gape  wide;  from  the  abyss 
The  raging  stream  of  fire  leaps  forward,  and  I  see. 
Through  whirling  smoke  and  flames,  that  roar  and  hiss, 
The  City  of  Fire,  where  flames  eternal  be. 
Up  to  the  very  teeth  the  blazing  eddies  play: 
The  damned  swim  up  in  hope  to  'scape  their  doom; 
But  the  Hyena  crunches  them,  and  they, 
Howling  in  pain,  their  fiery  path  resume. 
Much  more  is  left  to  spy  in  corners  there; 
In  compass  small  such  agony  supreme  ! 
Nought  could  serve  better  sinful  folk  to  scare ; 
But  they  regard  it  all  as  lies,  and  fraud,  and  dream. 

{To  the  stout  devils,  with  short  straight  horns. 
You  of  the  fiery  cheeks,  you  all  aglow. 
Full  fed  on  brimstone,  fat  and  broad  of  beam  ! 
Short,  clumsy,  stiff-necked,  watch  you  here  below 
If  anything  like  phosphorus  shall  gleam. 
That  is  the  soul.  Psyche  with  wings;  these  steal,  J 

'Tis  then  a  loathsome  worm,  and  nothing  more,  \ 
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The  moment  I  have  stamped  it  with  my  seal, 

Off  with  it  to  where  hell's  fires  whirl  and  roar! 

The  nether  regions  be  your  care, 

Ye  paunches  !     Duty  bids  you  so. 

If  the  soul  had  its  favourite  lodging  there, 

With  certainty  one  cannot  know. 

Within  the  navel  it  delights  to  dwell ; 

'Twill  give  you  thence  the  slip.     So  watch  that  well! 

[To  the  lean  devils,  with  long  crooked  hortis. 
You  giants,  capering  round  v.ith  limbs  disjointed. 
Strike  out  into  the  air;  no  pause,  but  snatch. 
Your  arms  outstretched,  your  talons  sharply  pointed. 
That  you  the  flighty,  fluttering  thing  may  catch  I 
It  finds,  no  doubt,  its  ancient  home  a  bore, 
And  the  first  wish  of  genius  is  to  soar. 

[Glory  from  above  on  the  right.     Heavenly  kost. 

Chorus  of  Angels. 

Kin  to  the  blest  above. 
Envoys  of  heavenly  love, 
Onwards  still  follow. 
Bearing  in  trust 
Pardon  to  sinners. 
Life  to  the  dust ! 
With  slow-beating  wings, 
As  along  ye  are  sped. 
On  all  living  things 
Benign  influence  shed ! 

Mr.PHISTOPMF.LES. 

I  hear  discordant  sounds,  a  hideous  noise. 
Come  with  the  unwelcome  radiance  from  above; 
A  mawkish  chant  it  is  of  girls  and  boys. 
Such  as  your  canting  tricksters  dearly  love. 


292  FA  US  T. 

You  know  how  we,  by  curses  agonised, 

Plotted  destruction  to  the  human  race : 

The  most  disgraceful  things  that  we  devised 

Seem  to  their  pious  souls  not  out  of  place. 

They  come,  a  sneaking,  hypocritic  set, — 

So  have  they  snatched  from  us  full  many  a  prize: 

With  our  own  arms  they  fight  us ;  for  what  yet 

Are  they,  but  devils  clothed  in  masking  guise  ? 

Lose  here,  and  you're  eternally  disgraced. 

To  the  grave !     Cling  to  its  margin!     Haste  ye,  haste! 

Chorus  of  Angels  {scattering  roses). 

Roses  that  dazzle  so, 
Balm-breathing,  living, 
Fluttering  to  and  fro. 
Inly  life  giving. 
Floating  on  leafy  wing, 
Blossoms  half  opening. 
Hasten  to  blow  ! 
Scatter  around  you  Spring, 
Verdure  and  glow. 
Paradise  bring 
To  the  sleeper  below  ! 

Mephistopheles. 

Why  do  you  duck  and  shrink  ?     Is  that  hell's  wont .'' 
Stand  fast,  and  let  them  scatter  as  they  may! 
Each  to  his  place !     Fools,  show  a  steady  front ! 
They  think,  forsooth,  with  such  flower-rubbish  they 
Can  fiery  fiends  as  with  snowflakes  o'erlay! 
Before  your  breath  'twill  shrivel,  melt  away. 
Blow  then,  ye  blowers!     Gently,  gently  there! 
The  whole  troop  blench  before  your  scorching  air. 
Not  quite  so  strong!     Shut  mouth  and  nostrils  to. 
You've  blown  a  deal  too  fiercely.     Pest,  that  you 
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To  hit  the  due  proportion  never  learn ! 
You  more  than  shrivel — you  scorch,  you  wither,  burn. 
They  flutter  down  with  poisonous,  piercinji^  flame  ; 
Stand  close,  and  meet  them  fearlessly  !     Oh,  shame  ! 
What !     Quailing  still  ?     All  courage  gone  and  spent ! 
A  strange,  bewitching  glow  the  devils  scent. 

Chorus  of  Angels. 
Flowers,  blest  and  beautiful. 
Flames,  gladsome,  bright. 
On  hearts  that  are  dutiful 
Shed  pure  delight, 
Love  every  way. 

Words  with  pure  truth  that  ring, 
Clear  as  heavens  opening, 
To  hosts  immortal  bring 
Everywhere  day. 

Mephistopheles. 

Curse  on  these  idiots,  ill-bestead ! 

The  Satans  turn  heels  over  head  ! 

Round,  round  like  wheels  they  spin,  the  paunchy  brutes, 

And  plunge  tail-foremost  into  hell  again. 

I  hope  you'll  find  your  well-earned  hot  bath  suits; 

But  I  will  here,  here  at  my  post  remain. 

[Str/i'/ng  aside  the  roses  that  hover  around  him. 
Off,  Jack  o'  Lanterns  !     Pugh  !     For  all  your  flash. 
Grasped,  and  what  are  you  but  mere  loathsome  squash .'' 
What !  flickering  still .'     Begone  with  you  !     They  cling 
About  my  neck— like  pitch  and  brimstone  sting. 

Chorus  oe  Angels. 

What  with  your  nature  wars. 
You  must  abjure  it ; 
What  on  your  spirit  jars. 
Do  not  endure  it : 
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If  it  will  force  its  way, 
Front  it  we  must  and  may; 
Only  the  loving  love 
Heavenward  can  sway. 

Mephistopheles. 
I  burn  all  over,  head,  heart,  liver,  bone! 
A  hyperdiabolic  element  I     They  are 
More  piercing  than  the  fires  of  hell  by  far! 
Ha!  now  I  see  why  ye  make  such  wild  moan, 
Ye  hapless  lovers!  who,  though  sweethearts  spurn, 
To  look  at  them  your  necks  can't  choose  but  turn. 
Why  to  that  side  is  even  my  head  bowed? 
I,  that  to  deadly  strife  with  them  am  vowed  ! 
Time  was,  to  see  them  set  me  on  the  rack. 
What  strange  thing's  this  has  pierced  me  through  and 

through .'' 
These  dear  young  things  are  charming  to  the  view  ; 
Why  can  I  curse  them  not?     What  holds  me  back? 
And  if  I  let  them  o'er  me  mastery  get, 
Who  then  henceforward  may  be  called  the  fool  ? 
The  pretty  rascals,  I  detest  them,  yet 
They  strike  me  as  by  much  too  beautiful ; 
Fair  children,  pray  inform  me,  are  you  not 
Of  the  great  race  of  Lucifer  begot? 
You  are  so  pretty,  fain  Fd  kiss  you  ;  you, 
Methinks,  appear  at  the  right  moment,  too. 
It  is  so  nice,  so  natural,  as  though 
Fd  met  with  you  a  thousand  times  before. 
You  set  one's  concupiscence  all  aglow  ; 
Each  time  I  look,  you  charm  me  more  and  more. 
Come  nearer  !     Oh,  vouchsafe  me  but  one  glance' 

Chorus  of  Angels. 
Behold  us  !     Why  recoil  as  we'  advance  ? 
We  still  advance  ;  if  stay  thou  canst,  then  stay  ! 
[The  angels  drawing  roimd,  occupy  the  whole  space. 
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Mephistopheles  {who  is  thrust  into  the  proscenium). 
You  rail  at  us  as  spirits  damned,  and  you 
Are  of  sheer  wizardrie  tlie  masters  true  ; 
For  you  lead  man  and  womankind  astray. 
How  cursed  this  adventure  is  ! 
Love's  element,  can  it  be  this  ? 
A  raging  fire  fills  all  my  frame ; 
Scarce  on  my  neck  I  feel  the  scorching  flame. 
You  hover  to  and  fro;  come  down,  and  sway 
Your  gracious  limbs  in  somewhat  w-orldlier  way. 
It  suits  you  well,  I  grant,  that  earnest  style. 
Yet  fain  I'd  see  you  but  one  moment  smile  ; 
That  were  for  me  beyond  all  utterance  sweet: 
A  smile,  I  mean,  like  that  when  lovers  meet. 
A  slight  turn  of  the  mouth — the  thing  is  done. 
You  there,  tall  shapely  lad,  I  like  the  best : 
'Tis  wrong  to  clothe  you  in  a  priestly  vest. 
Give  me  one  loving  glance,  one,  only  one  ! 
A  scantier  robe,  too,  were  more  seemly,  kind  ; 
These  sweeping  folds  too  decent  are  by  far. 
They  turn  about !     To  view  them  from  behind  — 
They're  quite  too  toothsome,  the  young  rogues,  they  are  ! 

Chorus  of  Angels. 
Ye  loving  flames,  quicken 
More  clearly  and  calm. 
To  souls  remorse-stricken 
Let  truth  bring  a  balm  ! 
So  themselves  from  the  thrall 
Of  the  ill  they  may  wrest, 
Thenceforth  in  the  All-in-all 
Merge  and  be  blest ! 

Mephistopheles  {puliint^  himself  together). 
How  is't  with  me.**  Like  Job,  from  head  to  heels. 
All  boils,  a  horror  to  one's  self;  but  yet 
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Triumphant,  when  one  probes  himself,  and  feels 
Reliance  on  himself  and  on  his  race. 
The  noble  devil-parts  all  keep  their  place; 
'Tis  but  skin-deep  this  lickerish  fuss  and  fret ; 
Those  plaguey  flames  already  are  burnt  out, 
And  now  I  curse  ye  all,  right  round  about ! 

Chorus  of  Angels. 
The  man  o'er  whom 
You,  holy  flames,  brood. 
Is  purged  from  death's  gloom, 
Lives  blest  with  the  good. 
In  unison  blending, 
Sing,  upwards  ascending ; 
The  air,  it  is  purified, 
Spirit,  breathe  free  ! 

[  They  ascend,  bearing  away  with  them 
the  ifiiniortal part  ofFwjsi. 

Mephistopheles  {looking  around). 

V       But  how  is  this?     Where  have  they  gone ? 
Ye  milksop  chits,  you  have  outwitted  me  ! 
Away  to  heaven  they've  with  their  booty  flown  ; 
That's  why  they  nibbled  at  this  grave,  I  see  ! 
Great  and  unique  the  prize  they  have  withdrawn 
Out  of  my  very  fingers.     The  high  soul, 
That  by  its  own  free  act  I  held  in  pawn, 
They've  filched  away,  clean  out  of  my  control. 
And  now,  to  whom  shall  I  complain?     Who,  who 
Will  vindicate  for  me  my  well-earned  right? 
In  your  old  days  you've  been  bamboozled  ;  you 
Have  well  deserved  your  present  direful  plight. 
I've  bungled  quite  discreditably, — great 
Outlay  have  lost,  and  shamefully  withal ; 
Let  vulgar  lust,  a  silly  amorous  heat. 
The  devil's  tough  well-seasoned  self  enthral. 
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If  after  all  that  he  has  seen  and  known, 
He  lets  such  childish  stuff  his  wits  benumb, 
Not  small  the  folly  is,  I  needs  must  own. 
That  to  such  weakness  could  at  last  succumb. 


SCENE  V. — Mountain  Defiles,  Forest,  Rock, 
Wilderness. 

Holy  Anchorites 
{Dispersed  along  the  slopes,  stationed  avioiig  the  clefts 

Chorus  and  Echo. 
Forests  are  waving  here, 
Rocks  beetle  vast  and  sheer, 
Roots  to  the  j^round  are  braced, 
Stem  thick  with  stem  enlaced; 
Brooks  leap  and  sparkle  clear. 
Sheltering  caves  darkle  near; 
Harmlessly  gliding  round, 
Dumb  lions  roam. 
Honour  the  hallowed  ground, 
Love's  blessed  home. 

Patlr  Ecstaticus  {hovering  up  and  doicn). 

Joy  evermore  burning, 
Love's  fiery  yearning. 
Heart-anguish  glowing, 
God's  bliss  o'erHowing. 
Arrows,  pierce  through  me, 
Lances,  subdue  me. 
Clubs,  crush,  confound  me, 
Lightnings,  flash  round  me  ! 
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Kill  every  trace  in  me 
Of  what  is  base  in  me  ! 
Shine,  star,  evermore, 
Eternal  love's  core  ! 

Pater  Profundus  {lower  regioii). 
As  the  rock  chasm  here  at  my  feet 
Rests  all  its  weight  on  yon  deep  chasm  beneath  ; 
As  countless  sparkling  rills  together  meet, 
Ere  in  the  torrent's  fall  they  foam  and  seethe ; 
As  the  tree-stem  shoots  evermore  above. 
High  and  more  high  by  its  own  inward  strain, — 
Such  and  so  worketh  the  Almighty  Love, 
That  mouldeth  all  things,  and  doth  all  sustain. 
Around  me  here  is  a  tumultuous  roaring. 
As  though  the  wood  and  precipices  shook ; 
And  yet  'tis  only  the  delightsome  pouring, 
Down  the  steep  cleft,  of  the  abounding  brook. 
Will  fertilise  anon  the  valley  near. 
The  lightning,  which  spread  wreck  and  death  before, 
Does  it  not  serve  to  purge  the  atmosphere, 
That  vapour  in  its  breast  and  poison  bore  ? 
Envoys  of  love  are  these  ;  and  they  proclaim 
What,  evermore  creating,  girds  us  round. 
Oh,  may't  in  me,  too,  light  a  holy  flame. 
When  my  chilled  soul,  in  chains  of  anguish  bound, 
Perplexed  with  thronging  doubts,  and  ill  at  ease. 
Is  tossing  to  and  fro,  and  sunk  in  gloom ! 
O  God,  my  torturing  thoughts  appease, 
My  hungering  heart  illume  ! 

Pater  Seraphicus  {middle  regio}i). 
Through  the  pine-trees'  waving  tresses, 
Lo,  a  dawn-cloud  onward  rolls  ! 
And  within  it,  such  my  guess,  is 
Borne  a  choir  of  infant  souls. 
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Chorus  of  Blessed  Bovs. 
Tell  us  whither  we  are  going  — 
Father,  tell  us,  who  are  we  ? 
Happy  are  we;  bliss  o'erflowing 
To  us  all  it  is,  To  Be. 

Pater  Seraphicus. 
Boys,  at  dead  of  midnight  born, 
Soul  and  sense  but  half  awake, 
Straightway  from  your  parents  torn, 
Rank  with  angel  hosts  to  take  ! 
Come,  draw  near;  obey  your  feeling: 
One  is  here,  whose  love  is  true. 
Happy  ye  !  no  trace  revealing 
Of  earth's  rugged  ways  in  you. 
Drop  into  my  eyes,  an  organ 

Fit  for  man  and  earthly  sphere  ; 
Use  them  as  your  own,  to  gaze  on 

All  that  lies  around  us  here  ! 

[He  takes  them  into  himself.^ 
These  are  trees  ;  these,  rocky  ridges  ; 

This  a  river,  that  its  steep 
Down-rush  to  the  chasm  abridges 

By  one  mighty  arching  leap. 

Blicssed  Boys  {/ro7n  within). 
'Tis  all  grand,  but  sad  it  makes  us — 

'Tis  too  sombre,  too  immense; 
With  uneasy  dread  it  shakes  us, — 

Father,  father,  take  us  hence  ! 

'  Mr  Hayard  Taylor  quotes,  in  an  explanatory  note  on  this  pass.ige,  the 
following  extract  from  a  letter  by  Goethe  in  1806  to  Wolf,  the  author  of 
the  Prolegomena  to  Homer  :  "  Why  can  I  not  at  once,  honoured  friend,  on 
receiving  your  letter,  sink  myself  for  a  short  time  in  your  l>eing,  like  those 
Swedenborgian  spirits  who  sometimes  receive  permission  to  enter  into  the 
organs  of  sense  of  their  master,  and  through  the  medium  of  these  to  behold 
the  world?" 
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Pater  Seraphicus. 

Mount  to  higher  spheres  supernal, 
Ever,  all  unconscious,  grow  ; 
By  God's  influence  eternal, 
Through  His  presence,  strengthened  so  ! 
For,  sublimed  there,  reigns  the  healing 
Power,  that  feeds  the  spirit's  mood  ; 
Everlasting  love's  revealing, 
Quickening  pure  beatitude. 

Chorus  of  Blessed  Boys  {circling  round  the 
topmost  peak). 

Hands  intertwine  in 

A  circling  ring. 

Feelings  divine  in 

Gladsomeness  sing  ! 

God  teaches  you  ;  hear  Him, 

Trust  in  His  grace  : 

You,  who  revere  Him, 

Shall  look  on  His  face  ! 

Angels  {hovering  in  the  higher  sphere,  bearing  the 
immortal  part  of  Faust). 

Rescued  from  the  Evil  One 
Is  our  brother's  soul  here  ; 
Who  hath  nobly  wrestled,  run, 
Him  can  we  enrol  here. 
And  if  'twas  love  divine's  behest, 
That  sin  should  not  defeat  him, 
Then  will  the  spirits  of  the  blest 
With  cordial  welcome  greet  him. 

The  Younger  Angels. 

Roses  that  from  hands  were  sent. 
Loving — holy — penitent, 
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Helped  us  to  inflict  defeat, 
And  our  lofty  task  complete, 
Rescuing  this  precious  soul 
From  the  Evil  One's  control. 
As  we  strewed  them  on  their  head. 
Demons  shrank  and  devils  fled. 
Not  the  wonted  pangs  of  hell, 
But  love's  anguish  on  them  fell. 
Even  the  Arch-Fiend  with  pain 
Quivered,  pierced  through  ever)'  vein. 
Shout  aloud  through  all  the  sky  ! 
We  have  triumphed  !     Victory  ! 

The  More  Advanxed  Angels. 

Alas  !  still  with  earthly  taint 
Is  he  encumbered, 
Not  yet  with  the  pure,  a  saint, 
May  he  be  numbered. 
When  spirit-force  strong 
Hath  the  earthly  attracted. 
And  this  with  itself  has 
Inwoven  and  compacted, 
No  angels  can  part  what 
Is  twofold,  yet  one. 
By  Love  Everlasting 
This  alone  may  be  done. 

The  Younger  Angels. 

Round  yonder  peak  on  high, 
Mist-like  and  trailing, 
Spirits  of  good  I  spy 
Hithenvard  sailing. 
Now  clears  the  cloud  away ; 
I  see  a  bright  array 
Circling  and  soaring. 
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Boys,  blessed  boys  they  be, 
Set  from  earth's  burden  free, 
Rapt  and  adoring ; 
Drinking  in  quickened  life 
From  all  the  beauty  rife, 
Fresh  to  their  gaze  unfurled, 
Here  in  the  upper  world. 
Let  him,  where  they  begin 
Perfected  bliss  to  win, 
Be  mated  with  them  ! 

The  Blessed  Boys, 

Him  we  are  fain  to 

Receive  as  a  chrysalis  ; 

Thus  we  attain  to 

The  pledge  of  angelic  bliss. 

Loosen  the  films  of  earth 

He  is  still  heir  to ; 

E'en  now  in  his  second  birth 

He  is  great, — fair  too  ! 

Doctor  ^LARIANUS  {in  the  highest,  purest  cell). 

Here  the  outlook  is  free. 
The  spirit  aspiring  ! 
Women  I  yonder  see 
Floating  up,  quiring. 
Midmost,  in  wondrous  sheen, 
Star-crowned  and  beaming, 
Lo  !  there  is  Heaven's  queen, 
Gloriously  gleaming  ! 

{^Enraptured. 
Ruler  of  sky  and  earth  below, 

In  Thy  azure  vaulted 
Unto  me  vouchsafe  to  show 

Thy  mystery  exalted  ! 
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Bless  all  that  in  man's  heart  hath  fired 

Emotions  gentler,  dearer, 
And,  with  a  saintly  love  inspired, 

To  Thee  stills  draws  it  nearer! 
If  Thy  behests  inspire  our  will. 

What  then  may  daunt  or  curb  it? 
But  if  Thou  biddest  us  be  still. 

Our  calm,  what  may  disturb  it? 
Virgin  pure  from  spot  or  taint, 

Mother,  holy,  tender. 
Queen,  elect  of  us,  and  saint, 

Throned  with  God  in  splendour! 

Light  cloudlets  free 

Around  her  are  bent; 
Women  they  be, 

That  have  sinned  and  repent — 
Sinned  in  their  weakness 

Of  nature  too  tender, 
Now  in  all  meekness 

Kneeling  to  render 
Lowly  contrition. 

Imploring  remission 
Of  sins  from  her  grace. 

To  thee,  whom  passion  could  not  touch. 

Still,  still  it  hath  been  granted, 
That  those  who  fall,  through  loving  much, 

May  come  with  trust  undaunted. 
'Tis  hard  from  ruin  to  defend 

Them,  so  their  weakness  blindeth; 
And  who  by  his  own  strength  may  rend 

The  fetters  passion  bindeth  ! 
How  on  smooth  slippery  slope  the  feet 

.Slide  swift  to  their  undoing! 
Whom  fool  not  words  and  glances  sweet, 

.•\nd  tlattery's  subtle  wooing? 
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Mater  Gloriosa  comes floati)ig forward. 
Chorus  of  Repentant  Women. 

Upward  thou'rt  soaring 

To  regions  eternal ; 
Hear  our  imploring, 

Thou,  peerless,  supernal, 
Thou  rich  to  o'erflowing 

In  pardoning  grace! 

Magna  Peccatrix  {St  Luke  vii.  36-50). 

By  the  love,  that  bent  in  weeping 

O'er  thy  Son,  divinely  born. 
His  feet  with  balmy  tear-drops  steeping. 

Spite  of  Pharisaic  scorn  ; 
By  the  box,  that  dropped  profusely 

Ointment  precious,  odour  fine; 
By  the  tresses  clustering  loosely. 

That  did  wipe  the  limbs  divine! 

Mulier  Samaritana  {St  John  iv.  4-42). 

By  the  spring,  whereto  in  dim 

Far  ages  Abraham's  flocks  were  led; 
By  the  pitcher's  cooling  rim, 

That  touched  His  lips,  the  Saviour  dread; 
By  the  clear,  full  source  that  now 

Wells  out  there  in  stream  abundant, 
Through  the  universe  to  flow, 

Ever  sparkling  and  redundant! 

Maria  ^gyptiaca. 

By  that  hallowed  spot  and  dear. 

Where  was  laid  the  Lord  Immortal; 

By  the  arm  in  warning  clear 

Raised,  that  thrust  me  from  its  portal; 
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By  the  forty  years  I  passed, 

In  deserts  lone,  of  true  repentance  ; 

By  what  on  the  sand  at  last 

I  traced,  a  blessed  farewell  sentence  I  ^ 

The  Three. 
Thou,  who  from  the  greatly  sinning 

Never  dost  avert  Thy  face, 
Still  for  their  repentance  winning 

An  eternal  resting-place. 
To  her,  who  only  once  forgot 

Herself,  vouchsafe  Thy  blessing — 
To  her,  who  fell,  yet  weeted  not, 

Wherein  she  was  transgressing  ! 

Una  Penitentium  {formerly  called  G retchen). 
Incline,  incline, 
Thou  peerless  one,  bright 
With  effulgence  of  light. 
Unto  my  bliss  thy  glance  benign  I 
My  early  love,  my  lover. 
All  trial,  struggle  over. 
Returns  to  me— is  mine  ! 

The  Blessed  V>o\s  {circling  round  and  drawing  near). 
Already  us  far  above  ^ 

Towers  he  in  might ; 

1  "  Mary  of  Egypt,"  says  Mr  Hayard  Taylor,  "  is  described  in  the  Acta 
Saiutorum  as  an  infamous  woman  of  Alexandria,  who,  after  seventeen 
years  of  vice,  made  a  pilgrimage  to  Jerusalem.  On  approaching  the  door 
of  the  Holy  .Sepulchre,  an  invisible  arm  thrust  her  away.  Weeping,  over- 
come with  the  sudden  sense  of  her  unworthincss,  she  prayed  to  the  Virgin, 
and  was  then  lifted  xs  by  hands  and  borne  into  the  Temple,  and  a  voice 
said  to  her:  'Go  beyond  the  Jordan,  and  thou  wilt  find  peace."  She  went 
into  the  desert,  where  she  lived  alone  forty-eight  years,  only  visited  by  a 
monk,  who  brought  her  the  last  Sacrament,  and  for  whom,  when  she  died, 
she  left  a  message  written  upon  the  sand." — Hayard  Taylor's  Translation  of 
Kaust,  vol.  ii.  p   461. 

PART   II.  i: 
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Richly  our  fost'ring  love 

Will  he  requite. 
From  life  were  we  brought,  ere 

Its  lessons  could  reach  us  ; 
But  he  hath  been  taught  there, 

And  he  will  teach  us. 

Una  Penitentium. 

In  rapt  amazement  he  is  lost, 

While  round  the  choir  celestial  shineth  ; 
He  grows  so  like  the  heavenly  host, 

That  his  fresh  life  he  scarce  divineth. 
Lo,  every  bond  of  earth  hath  he 

Off  with  its  whilom  vesture  flung, 
And,  in  celestial  paaoply 

Arrayed,  comes  stately  forth  and  young  ! 
Vouchsafe,  I  may  his  teacher  be — 

Still  dazzles  him  the  unwonted  light. 

Mater  Gloriosa. 

Come  !     Mount  to  higher  spheres  !  and  he 
Will  follow,  holding  thee  in  sight. 

Doctor  Marianus  {prostrate  on  his  face  in  prayer). 

Touched  hearts,  that  true  repentance  know, 

Gaze  on  those  pitying  eyes, 
And,  ever  grateful,  ever  grow 

More  meet  for  Paradise  ! 
May  ever}'  better  thought  serene 

Be  to  thy  service  given  ! 
Oh,  bless  us.  Virgin,  Mother,  Queen, 

Omnipotent  in  heaven  ! 

Chorus  Mysticus. 
All  in  earth's  fleeting  state 
As  symbol  is  still  meant; 
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Here  the  inadequate 

Grows  to  fulfilment ; 

Here  is  wrought  the  inscrutable, 

To  silence  that  awes  us; 

Love  eternal,  immutable, 

On,  ever  on,  draws  us.* 


1  Goethe  would  have  saved  a  world  of  futile  conjecture,  had  it  occurred 
o  him  to  explain  to  his  friend  Eckermann,  among  the  many  things  in  this 
work  which  he  did  explain,  what  is  meant  by  the  two  concluding  lines — 

Das  Ewig-  If  'eibliche 
Zieht  uns  hinan. 

Mr  Bayard  Taylor  saj*s  :  "  I  can  find  no  English  equivalent  for  Ewig- 
Weibliche  except  '  woman-soul,'  which  will  express  very  nearly  the  same  idea 
to  those  who  feel  the  spirit  which  breathes  and  burns  throughout  the  scene. 
Love  is  the  all-uplifting  and  all-redeeming  power  on  earth  and  in  heaven  ;  and 
to  man  it  is  revealed  in  its  most  pure  and  perfect  form  through  woman. 
Thus,  in  the  transitory  life  of  earth,  it  is  only  a  symbol  of  its  diviner  being  : 
the  possibilities  of  love,  which  earth  can  never  fulfil,  become  realities  in  the 
higher  life  which  follows ;  the  spirit,  which  woman  interprets  to  us  here, 
still  draws  us  upward  (as  Margaret  draws  the  soul  of  Faust)  there."  After 
all,  does  this  mean  more  than  a  suggestion,  that  love,  the  feminine  element 
("  not  to  speak  it  profanely  ")  in  the  Divine  Being  is  ever  working  through 
eternity  to  draw  His  creatures  onward  and  upward  to  a  higher  and  purer 
state  of  being 't 


THE    END. 
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